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O that your brows my laurel had fuftain’d ! 

Well had I been depos’d if you had reign’d t 
The father had defcended for the fon. 

For only you are lineal to the throne — - 
yet this I prophefy, Thou /halt be feen 
(Tho’ with fome fljort parrnthefit between) 

oij^the throne of Wit ; and, feated there, 

«^ot nrt4tej> fb^t's little, bnt thy laurel wear — . 

•This is ydip portion, this your native /lore ; 

Iteav'n, that but once was prodigal before, 

' erpeare gave as much, /he could notgive him more. 
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Ou you, from Fate, a lavilh portion fell 
In ev’ry way of writing to excel. 

Your Mttfe applaufc to Arabella bring*. 

In note* at fweet at Arabella lings. 

Whene’er you draw an nndifTembled woe, 

With fweet diftrefs your rural numbers flow. 
fatlora*3 the complaint of er’ry fwniu, 

Paftora (till the echo of the plain! 

Dr if youriyiufe deferibe, with warming force. 

The wounded Frenchman falling from his horfe, 

And her own William, glorious in the ftrlfe. 

Bellowing on the proRrate foe his life. 

Yon the great aft as gen’roufly rehear fc. 

And all the Englifh fury's in your rerfe. 

SIR R. STEELE TO CONGREVE. 
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AT THE 3j)0lIO JJDjeftf, »Y THE MARTINS. 

Anno 1778. 
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THE LIFE OF 



WILLIAM CONGREVE, ESC^ 

* . i 

T. his gentleman was defeended from the ancient 
houfe of Congreve in Sfaffordlhire, but authors differ 
as to the place of his birth ; fome contend that he was 
born in Ireland *, others that he drew his firft breath 
at the village of Bardfa, near Leeds in Yorklhire, which 
was the eftate of a hear relation of his by his mother's 
fide. Mr. Jacob, in his preface to The Lives of the 
Poets, has informed us that he had the advice and 
afliflance of Mr. Congreve in that work, who com- 
municated to him many particulars of the lives of co- 
tempo»ry writers, as well as of himfclf; and as Mr. 
Congreve can hardly be thought ignorant of the place 
of his own birth, and Mr. Jacob has alferted it to be 
In England, no room is left to doubt of it. The learned 
antiquary of Ireland, Sir James Ware, has reckoned 
our Author amongft his own country Worthies, from 
the relation of Southern ; but Mr. Congreve's own ac- 
count if Jacob may be relied on, is more than equal 
to that of Southern, who poffibly might be miftaken. 

About the year i6yr, or 167a, our Author was 
born, and his father carried hiiJt, when a child, into 
Ireland, where he then had a command in the army, 
but afterwards was entrufted with the management 
of a confiderable eftate belonging to the noble family" 



* General Dictionary. 

* Aiij 
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of Burlington* which fixed his refidcnce there*. Mr. 
Congreve received the firft tin&urc of letters in the 
great fchool of Kilkenny, and, according to common 
report, gave early proofs of a poetical genius. His firft 
attempt in poetry was a copy of verfes on the death 
of his matter's magpye. 

He went from the fchool of Kilkenny to the uni- 
verfity of Dublin, where, under the direction of Dr. 
George Afhe, he acquired a general knowledge of the 
Claflics. His father, who was delirous that his ftudies 
fbould be directed to a profitable employment, fent 
him over to England a little after the Revolution, and 
placed him as a ftudent in-the Middle-Temfjle : but 
the fevere fludy of the law was fo ill adapted to the 
fprightly genius of Congreve, that he never attempted 
to reconcile himfelf to a way of life for which. he had 
the greateft averfion. But however he dilappointed his 
friends with refpeft to the proficiency they expected 
him to make in the law* yet it is certain he was not 
negligent in thofe fludies to which his genius led him. 

Mr. Congreve’s firft performance, written w hen but 
a youth of feventeen, was a novel, dedicated to Mrs. 
Katherine Levefon, which gave proof not only of a 
great vivacity of wit, but alfd a fluency of ftyle, and a 
folid judgment. He was confcious that young men in 
their early productions generally aimed at a florid ftyle 
and cnthuftallic deferiptions, without any regatd to 
* Wilfon’s Memoirs of Congreve. 
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the plot, fable, or fubferviency of the parts ; . for this 
reafon he formed a new model, and gave an example 
how, works of that kind (hould be written. He pur- 
fued a. regular plan, obferved, a general moral, and 
carried on a connexion, as well as diftinflion, between 
his chara&ers. : . . . , 

This, performance is entitled Incognita ; or, Love 
and Duty Reconciled. It has been aflerted that this 
is a real hiftory, and, though the fcene is laid in Italy, 
the adventures happened in England. It is not our 
bufinefs to' enter into the fecret hiftory of this enter- 
taining piece, or to attempt giving the reader a key 
to what the writer took fo much pains to conceal. It 
appears from this piece that Mr. Congreve, aimed at 
perfection from the very beginning, and his defign 
in writing this novel was to Ihew how novels ought 
to be written. Let us hear what he fays himfclf, and 
from thence we (hall entertain a higher opinion of 
his abilities than could poflibly be raifed by the warm- 
eft commendations. After very judicioufly obferving 
that there is the fame relation between romances and 
novels as between tragedy and comedy, he proceeds 
thus: “ Since all traditions muft indifputably give 
“ place to the drama, and ftnee there is no poftibility 
“ of giving that life to the writing or repetition of a 
“ ftory which it has in the aCtion, I refolved in an- 
“ other beauty to imitate dramatic writing, namely, 

“ in the defign, contexture, and refult in the plot. I 

V * 
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** have notobferVed it before in a novel; Some I have 
“ feen begin with an unexpected accident; which has 
“ been the only furprifing part of the ftory, caufc 
“ enovigh to make th$ fequel look fiat, tedious, and 
“ infipid ; for it is but reafonabie the reader ftiould 
“ expect if not to rife, at lead to keep upon a level 
“in the entertainment, for fo he may be kept on in 
“ hopes that fome time or other it may mend ; but 
“ the other is fuch a baulk to a man, it is carrying 
“ him up hairs to (hew him the dining room, and af- 
“ terwards force him to make a meal in the kitchen. 
“ This l have not only endeavoured to avoid, but 
“ alfo have ufed a method for the contrary purpofe. 
“ The defign of this novel is obvious; after the firft 
“ meeting of Aurelian and Hippolito with Incognita 
“ and Leonora, the difficulty is in bringing it to pafs, 
“ maugre all apparent obftacles, within the com- 
** pafs of two days. How many probable cafualties 
“ intervene in oppofition to the main defign, viz. of 
“ marrying two couple fo oddly engaged in an intri- 
“ cate amour, I leave the reader at his leifure to con- 
“ lider» as alfo whether every ebftacle docs not, in 
“ the progrefs of the ftory, aCt as fubfervient to that 
“ purpofe, which at firft it feems to oppofe. In a co- 
“ medy this would becalled the Unity of action ; here 
“ it may pretend to no more than an unity of con- 
“ trivancc. The fccne is continued in Florence from 
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** the commencement of the amour, and the time 
“ from firft to laft is but three days.” 

Soon after Mr. Congreve’s return to England he 
amufcd himfclf, during a flow recovery from a fit of 
ficknefs, with writing a comedy.; Captain iouthern* 
in conjunction with Mr. Dryden and Arthur Man- 
wayring, Efq. rcvifed this performance, which was 
The Old Bachelor : of which Mr. Dryden faid, he 
never faw fuch a firft play in his life; adding, that 
the Author. nDt being acquainted with the Stage or 
the Town, it would be pity to have it mifcarry for 
wantofaixttleafliftance. Mr. Thomas Davenant, who 
had then thcdireCHon of the Theatre-Royal in Drury- 
JLane, had fo. high a fenfe of the merit of the piece, 
and was fo charmed with the Author’s, con verlat ion, 
that he granted him the freedom of the Houfe before 
his play icame on, which, according to the maxims of 
theatrical government, was not only an unufual but 
an unprecedented favour. 1111693 TheOld Bachelor 
was afted' before a numerous and polhcjaudience. The 
play was received with fuch. general, applaufe, that 
Mr. Congreve was then confidered as 3 prop to the 
declining ftage and a tifing genius in dramatic poetry. 
It was this play, and the fingular fucccfs which at- 
tended it upon the ftage, that introduced our Author 
to the acquaintance of the Earl of Halifax, who 
was then the proftfled patron of men of wit; and 
who being defirous: to raife a man of fo promifing 
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a genius above the neceffity of too hafty produ&ionff, 
made him one of the Comraifiioners for licenfing 
Hackney coaches;’* The Earl bellowed uponhim, foon 
after, a place in the Pipc’-office, and gate’ him like wife 
a poft in the Cuftom-houfeto the value of 600 l. f>rr 

annum. f /<'~ 1 .* >' v :: . r;: ■. 

In the following year Mr. Congreve brought upon 
the ftage The Double Dealer, which met not with fo 
good a reception as the former^ :!v 

Mr. Congreve has informed us, in the Dedication 
of this play to Chafles Montague, Efq.‘ that he was 
very afliduous to'iearn from theCriticswhat objections 
could be found' to it; • but, lays he, u I have heard 
“ nothing fo provoke an anfwer. That which looks 
^ mod like an objeCtibn does not lelatc in particular to 
this play, but to all or moft that ever have been 
M written, and that is foliloquy ; therefore 1 will an- 
“ fwer it not only for my own fake, but to lire others 
"** the trouble to whom it may be hereafter objected. 
“ I grant that for a man to talk to himielf appears 
u abfurd and unnatural, and indeed it is fo in mod 
cafes, but the circa m fiances which may attend the 
•** occafion makes great alteration. It often happens 
4 ‘ to a man to have defigns which require him to him- 
** felf, and in their nature cannot admit of a confi- 
** dant : fuch, for certain, is all villany ; and oth^rlefs 
mifehievous intentions maybe very improper to be 
communicated to a fecond perfon. In fuch a cafe. 
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therefore, the audience muft obferve whether the 
“ perfon upon the ftage takes any notice of them at 
•« all or no; for if he fuppofes any one to be by when 
•« he talks to himfelf *, it is monftrous and ridiculous 
•* to the ldft degree: nay, not only in this cafe, but 
•*. in any part of a play, if there is exprefled any 
u knowledge of an audience, it is infuflerable ; but 
•* otherwife, when a man in a foliloquy reafons \<nth 
** himfelf, and pro's and con's, and weighs all his de- 
•* figns, we ought not to imagine that this man either 
*• talks to us or to himfelf; he is only thinking, and 
** thinking fuch matter as it were inexcufable folly 
“ in him to fpeak. But becaufe we are concealed 
u fpe&ators of the plot in agitation, and the poet 
** finds it neceflary to let us know the whole myftery 
** of his contrivance, he is willing to inform us of this 
perfon’s thoughts, and to that end is forced to make 
** ufe of the expedient of fpeech, no other or better 
** way being yet invented for the communication of 
** thought.’* 

Towards the clofe of the fame year Queen Mary 
diad : upon that occafion Mr. Congreve produced an 
Elegiac Faftoral, a compofition which the admirers 
of this Poet have extolled in the moft lavifh terms 
isf admiration. 

* . 4 * / • * 

* Yet Maflhvell purpofely talks to himfelf, defigninj* to be 
Overheard by Lord Touchwood ; undoubtedly an error in the 
condutf, and want of art in the Author. This he teems h err 
to forget; or would not remember it. 
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When Mr. Betterton opened the New Houfe at Lin- 
coln’s-Inn, Congreve took part with him, and gave 
him his celebrated comedy of Love for Love, then' 
introduced upon the ftage with the mod extraordinary 
fuccefs. This comedy, with fome more of our Author’s,' 
was fmartly criticifed by the ingenious Mr. Collier, 
as containing lefTons of immorality, and a reprefen-' 
tation of loofc characters, which can never,: in his 
'opinion, appear on a ftage without corrupting the 
audience. 

’ Meflirs. Congreve, Dennis, and Dryden, engaged in a 
V igorous defence of the Englifh ftage, and endeavoured 
to fhew the neceflity of fuch chataCters being intro- 
duced, in order to be expofed and laughed at. To all 
their defences Mr. Collier replied, and managed the 
point with fo much learning, wit, and keennefs, that 
in the opinion of many he had the better of his an- 
tagonifts, efpccially Mr. Congreve,whofe comedies, it 
mud be owned, though they are admirably written, 
and the characters ftrongly marked, are fo loofe that 
they have given great offence ; and furely we pay too 
dear for pleafure when we have it at the expenfe. of 
morality. ’ •• ** 

, The fame year he diftinguifhed himfelf in another 
kind of poetry, viz. an Irregular Ode on thC .taking 
Namurc, which the Critics have allowed to contain 

* • • . - , 7 * 

fine fentiments gracefully exprefted. His reputation 
as a comic poet being fufficiently eftablifhed, he was 
% 
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defirous of extending his fame by producing a tra- 
gedy. It has been alleged that ibmc, who were jea- 
lous o^his growing reputation, put him upon this talk, 
in order, as they imagined, to diminilh it; for he 
feemed to be of too gay and lively a difpofition for 
tragedy, and in ail likelihood would milcarry in the 
attempt. However* . : . . 

In 1697, after the expectation of the Town had 
been much raifed. The Mourning Bride appeared on 
the Mew Theatre in JJncoln’s-Inn-Fields. Few plays 
ever excited To great an ardour of expectation as this* 
and very few ever fucceedcd to luch an extravagant 
degree. There is fomething new in the management 
of the plot; after moving the paflions of the audience 
to the greateft commiferation, he brings oif his prin- 
cipal characters, punifhes the guilty, and makes the 
play conclude happily. 

The controverfy w e have juft now mentioned was 
thought to have occafioncd a diflike in Mr. Congreve 
towards the ftage ; yet he afterwardsproduced another 
comedy, called The Way of the World, which was Co 
juft a picture of the world, that, as an author prettily 
fays. The World could not hear it, - . 

The reception this play met with completed our 
Author's difguft to the theatre; upon which Mr. 
Dennis, who was a warm friend to Congreve, made 
this fine obfervation, “ That Mr. Congreve quitted 
“ the ftage early, and that Comedy left it with him.’* 
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It is laid that when Congreve found his play met 
with but indifferent fuccefs, he came in a paflion on 
the ftage, and defired the audience to fave themfelves 
the trouble of /hewing their diflike, for he never in- 
tended to write again for the theatre, nor fubmit his 
works to the cenfure of impotent critics. In this par- 
ticular he kept his word with them; and, as if he had 
forefeen the fate of his play, he took an ample re- 
venge, in his Epilogue, of the race of little fnarlers, 
who, excited by envy, and fupported by falfe ideas 
of stheir own importance, dared to conftitute them- 
felvcs judges of wit without any juft pretenfions to it. 
This play has long ago triumphed over its enemies, 
and is now in great efteem amongft the beft judges of 
theatrical entertainments. J 

Though Mr. Congreve quitted the ftage, yet did 
not he give up the caufe of poetry ; for on the death 
of the Marquis of Blandford, the only fon of the 
Duke of Marlborough, which happened in 1705, we 
find him compofmg a Paftoral to foften the grief of 
that iliuftrious family, which he addrefted to the Lord 
Trcafurer Godolphin. * 

About the fame time the extraordinary fuccefs of 
the Duki of Marlborough’s arms furnifhed him with 
materials for an Ode to Queen Anne. In another 
Pindaric Ode he celebrates the Loid Godolphin, ta- 
king occafion, from that nobleman’s delight in horfe- 
tacing, to imitatethe Greek poet in liis favourite man- 
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Her of writing by an elegant digreflion, to which he 
added a criticifm on that fpe'cics of poetry. 

As in the early part of his life Mr Congreve had 
received favours from people of a lefs exalted ftation, 
fo of thefe he was highly fenfible, and never let flip 
any opportunity of (hewing his gratitude. He wrote 
an Epilogue to his old friend Southern’s Tragedy of 
Oroonoko; and Mr. Dryden has acknowledged his 
alfiftance in the tranflation of Virgil. Recontributed, 
by his verfion of the eleventh Satire of Juvenal to the 
tranflation of that poet, publiflied alfo by Mr. Dry- 
den, to whom Mr. Congreve wrote a copy of verfes 
on his tranflation of Perfius. He wrote, likewife, a 
Prologue for a play of Mr. Charles Dryden’s, full of 
kindnefs for that young gentleman, and of refpeft for 
his father. 

But the noblefl teflimony he gave of his filial re- 
gard to the memory of his poetical father, Mr. John 
Dryden, was the Panegyric he wrote upon his works* 
contained in the Dedication of Dryden’s Plays to thp 
Duke of Newcaftle. • 

Mr. Congreve tranflated the third book of Ovid’s 
Art of Love, and fome favourite paflages from the 
Iliad. • 

The author of the elegant Letters not long ago 
publiflied under the name of Fitzolborfie, has taken 
fome pains to fet before his readers the verfion of thofc 
parts of Homer tranflated by our Author, and the 

Bi i 
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fame. pafTages by Pope and Tlckell,in which compa- 
rifon the palm is very defervedly yielded to Pope. 

Our Authdr wrote a fatire called Doris, celebrated 
by Sir Richard Steele, who was a warm friend to 
Mr. Congreve i he alfo wrote The- Judgment of Paris, 
a Ma(k, and the Opera of Semele ; of thefe the for- 
mer was allied with great applaufe, and the latter is 
finely fet tsa nuifieby Mr. Eccies. The iaTb of his poe- 
tical works is his Art of Pleating, addrefied to Sir 
Richard Temple, the late Vifconnt Cobham. He has 
written many profe epiftles, difperfed in the works 
of other writers, and his Efiay on Humour in Come* 
dy, publifliedin a collection of Denhis’s Letters, is an 
entertaining and corredt piece of criticifm. All his 
other letters are written with a great deal of wit and 
fpirit, a fine flow of language, and are fo happily in- 
termixed with a lively and inoflenfive raillery, that it 
is impofiible riot to be pleafed with them at the firft 
reading : we may be fatisfled, from the perufal of them, 
that his con vorfation muft have been very engaging, 
and therefore we need not wonder that he was caref- 
fed by the greateft men of his time, or that they 
courted his friendlhip by every adt of kindnefs in their 
power. 

It is faid of Mr. Congreve, that he was a particular 
favoUrite with the ladies, fome of whom were of thd 
firft diftindlion. He indulged none of thofe reveries 
and affected abfences fo peculiar to men of wit : he 
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was fprightly as well as elegant in his manner, and 
lo much the favourite of Henrietta Duchel's of Marl- 
borough, that even after, his death (he caufed an image 
of him to be every day placed at her toilettertable, to 
which (he would talk, as to the living Mr. Congreve, 
with all the freedom of the molt polite and unrefer- 
ved converfation Mrs. Bracegirdle, likewife. had the 
highefl veneration for our Author, and joined with 
her Grace in a boundlefs profufion of forrow upon his 
death. Some think he had made a better figure in his 
laft will, had he remembered the friendihip he pro- 
felled for Mrs Bracegirdle, whofe admirable perform- 
ance added i'pirit to his dramatic pieces ; but he for- 
fjot her, and gratified his vanity, by chufmg to make 
a rich Duchefs his foie legatee and executrix. 

Mr. Congreve was the fon of Fortune as well as 
of the Mules. He was early preferred to an affluent 
fituation,and no change of miniftry ever affected Jlim, 
nor was he ever removed from any poll he enjoyed, 
except to a better. •> 

His place in the Cuftom-houle, and his office of Se- 
cretary in Jamaica, are (aid to have brought him in 
upwards of iaoo /. a-year : and he was fo far an eco- 
nomifl as to raife from thence a competent efiate. No 
man of his learning ever palled through life with more 
eafe or lefs envy ; and as in the dawn of his reputa- 
tion he was very dear to the greateft wits of his time, 
fo during his whole life he preferved the utmoft re- 

B iij A A ft 
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fpe£t of, and received continual marks of eftccm from, 
men of genius and letters, without ever being invol- 
ved in any of their quarrels, or drawing upon him- 
felf the lead mark of diftafte, or even diftatisfa&ion* 
The greateft part of the laft twenty years of his life 
were fpent in eafe and retirement, and he gave him- 
felf no trouble about reputation. When the celebrated 
Voltaire was in England, he waited upon Congreve, 
and parted fome compliments upon him as to the re- 
putation and merit of his works ; Congreve thanked 
him, but at the fame time told that ingenious foreigner 
he did not chufe to be confidcred as an Author,but only 
as a private Gentleman, and in that light expelled to 

be vifited. Voltaire anfwered, “That if he had never 

* 

“ been any thing but a private-gentleman, in all pro- 
“ bability he had never been troubled with that vifit.” 
• Mr. Voltaire, upon this occafion, obferves that he 
was not a little difgurted with fo unfeafonable a piece 
of vanity i — this was indeed the higheft inrtance of 
it that perhaps can be produced. A man who owed 
to his wit and writings the reputation as well as the 
fortune he acquired, pretending to divert himfelf of 
human nature to fuch a degree as to have no confci- 
oufnefs of his own merit, was the moft abfurd piece 
of vanity that ever entered into the heart of man; 
and of all vanity that is the greateft which mafks it- 
felf under the appearance of the oppofite quality. 

Towards the clofe of his life he was much troubled 



Digitized by Google 




LIFE OF CONOR EVE* XIX. 

with the gout, and for this rcafon, in the fummer of 
the year 17x8, he made a tour to Bath, for the he* 
refit of the waters, where he had the misfortune to 
be overturned in his chariot, from which time he 
complained of a pain in his fide, which was fuppofed 
to arife from fome inward bruife. Upon his return to 
London he perceived his health gradually decline, 
which he bore with fortitude and refignation. 

On January the 19th 1728-9, he yielded his laft 
breath, about five o’clock in the morning, at his houfe 
in Surrey-ftreet iu the Strand, in the57th year of his 
age. On the Sunday following, January a6, his corpfe 
lay in ftate in the Jcrufalcm-Chamber, from whence, 
the fame evening, between the hours of nine and ten, 
it was carried with gteat decency and folemnity to 
Henry the Vllth’s chapel; and after the funeral fer- 
vice was performed, it was interred in the Abbey, 
The pall was fupported by the Duke of Bridgewater, 
Earl of Godoiphin, Lord Cobham, Lord Wilming- 
ton, the Hon. George Berkley, Elq. and Brigadier- 
» general Churchill, and Colonel Congreve followed his 
corpfe as chief mourner. Some time after a neat and 
elegant monument was erected to his memory by 
Henrietta Duchefs of Marlborough, with this infefrip- 
tion, “ Mr*. William Congreve died Jan. 19. 1728, 
“ aged fifty-fix, and was buried near this place-; to 
vvhofe moft valuable memory this monument is fet 
“ up by Henrietta Duchefs of Marlborough, as a mark 

A? 



Digitized by Google 




LIFE OF CONGREVE* 



XX 

“ how dearly fhe remembers the happinefs and ho- 
4< nour (he enjoyed in the fmcere friendfhip of fo 
“ worthy and honed a man, whofe virtue,; candour, 
“ and wit, gained him the Iove.!and cfteem o,£>the 
“ prefent age,, arid whofe writings will be the admi- 
ration of the future.” / . r, , t ; 

Mr. Congreve’s reputation isTo extcnfive, and his 
Works fo generally read, that any fpecimen of his 
poetry, may be deemed fuperfluous. ' 

. We fhail conclude the life of this eminent wit with 
the tedimony of Mr. Pope in his favour, from the 
clofe of his Podfcript to the tranflation of Homer : it 
is in every refpeft fo honourable, that it would be in- 
jurious to Mr. Congreve to omit it. — His words are 
— ~ ** In (lead of endeavouring to raife a vain monu- 
“ ment to myfelf, let me leave behind me a memo- 
“ rial of my friendfhip with one of the moll valuable 
“ men, as well as the fined writers, of my age and 
t( country : one who has tried, and knows by his own 
“ experience, how hard an undertaking it is to do 
“ judice to Homer, and one who, lam lure, fincercly 
“ rejoices with me at the period of my labours. To . 
“ him, therefore, having brought this long work to 
“ a conclufion, I defire to dedicate it, and have the 
“ honour and fatisfaction of placing together, in this 
“ manner, the names of Mr. Congreve and of 

a . roPE.” 
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TO THE RIGHT HON* . . " " 

CHARLES LORD HALIFAX, 1st. 

To you, my Lord, my Mufc her tribute pays 
Of various verfe, in various nideeflays 5 
To you fhe fir ft addrefs’d her early voice, 

By inclination led, and fix’d by choicer ' ‘ " 

To you, on whofe indulgence flic depends, ’ ' ’ - $ 
Her few collefted lays fhe now ctiitamends. ; 

By no one meafure bound her numbers range, 

And unrefblv’d in choice, delight in change; 

Her fongs to no diftinguifh'd fame afpire, 

For now fhe tries the reed, anon attempts the lyre. 10 
In high ParnafTus fhe no birthright claims, 

Nor drinks deep draughts of Heliconian dreams ; 

Yet near the facred Mount fhe loves to rove, 

Vifits the fprings, and hovers round the grove. 

She knows what dangers wait too’ bold a flight, 15 
And fears to fall from an Icarian height ; 

Yet fhe admires the wing that fafely foars. 

At diftance follows, and its track adores. 

She knows what room, what force, thefwan requires 
Whofe tow’ring head above the clouds afpires, %o 

* 
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And knows as well it is your loweft praife 
Such heights to reach with equal ftrength and ea Ce. 

O had your genius been to leifure born, 

And not more bound to aid us than adorn ! 

Albion in verfe with ancient Greece had vy’d, 2 $ 
And gain’d alone a fame which there fev’n ftatesdivide. 
But fuch, ev’n fuch renown, too dear had coft, 

Had we the patriot in the poet lqft : 

A true poetic ftate we had deplor’d, 

Had not yopr miniftry our coin reftor’d.. 30 

But ftill, my Lord, tho’ your exalted name 
Stands foremoft in the fairefi lift of fame, 

Tho* your ambition ends in public good, 

(A virtue lineal to your houfe and blood) 

Yet think not meanly of your other praife, 35 

Nor flight the trophies which the Mufes raife. 

How oft a patriot’s bcft laid fchemes we find 
By party crofs’d or faCtion undermin’d ' 

If he fucceed he undergoes this lot, 

The good receiv’d, the giver is forgot. 40 

But honours which from verfe their fource derive. 
Shall both furmount detraction and furvive : 

And poet$ have unqueftion’d right to claim, 

If not the greateft, the moft lafting name. ' 44 

: y ' * 
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. TO MR. DRYDEN, : ' 

ON HIS 

TRANSLATION OF PERSIUS. 

As when of old heroic ftory tells ' '■ 

Of knights imprifon’d long by magic fpells. 

Till future time the deftin’d hero fend 
By whom the dire enchantment is to end * 

Such feems this work, and fo referv’d for thee," 5 
Thou great revealer of dark poefy ! 

,Thofe fullen clouds which have for ages pall 
O’er Pcrfius’ too long-fufTring Mufe been call, 
Difperfe and fiy before thy facred pen. 

And in their room bright tracks of light are feen. 10 
Sure Phoebus’ felf thy fwelling breaft iufpires, 

The god of mufic and poetic fires ; 

Elfe whence proceeds this great furprife of light ? 
How dawns this day forth from the womb of Night? 

Our wonder now does our part folly fhow, 15 
Vainly contemning what we did not know; 

So unbelievers impioufly defpife 
T he Sacred Oracles in myfteries. 

Perfius before in fmall efteem was had, 

Unlefs what to Antiquity is paid ; ao 

But like Apocrypha, with fcruple read, 

(So far our ignorance our faith milled) 
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Till you, Apollo’s darling prieft, thought fit 
To place it in the poet’s facred writ. 

As coin which bears fome awful monarch’s face 2 $ 
For more than its intrinfic worth will pafs, 

So your bright image, which we here behold. 

Adds worth to worth, and dignifies the gold. 

To you we all this following treafure owe, 

This Hippocrene, which from a rock did flow. 30 
Old Stoic virtue, clad in rugged lines, 

Polifh’d by you, in modern brilliant Ihines ; 

And as before for Perfius our efteem 
To his antiquity was paid, not him, 

So now, whatever praife from us is due, 35 

Belongs not to old Perfius, but the new ; 

For ftili obfcure, to us no light he gives ; 

Dead in himfelf, in you alone he lives. 

So Hnbborn flints their inward heat conceal. 

Till art and force th’ unwilling fparks reveal ; 40 

But thro’ your Ikill, from thofe fmail feeds of fire 
Bright flames arife, which never can expire. 43 



Digitized by Google 




EftsTLEJ. <%$ 

TO SIR GODFREY KN ELLER, 

OCCASIONED BY L Y ’s PICTURE. 

I yield, O Kncllcr! to fuperior fkill, 

Thy pencil triumphs o’er the poet’s quill : 

Ifyet my vanquifh’d Mufe exert her lays. 

It is no more to rival thee, but praifc. 

Oft’ hive I try’d, with unavailing care, g 

To trace fame image of the much* lov’d fair, 

But'ftill my numbers ineffectual prov’d, 

And rather fhew’d how much, than whom, I lov’d c 
But thy unerring hands, with matchlefs art, 

Have Ihewn my eyes th’imprelfion in my heart; io 
The bright idea both exifts and lives, 

Such vital heat thy genial pencil gives, • 

Whofe daring point, not to the face confin’d, 

Can penetrate the heart, and paint the mind. 

Others fome faint refemblance may exprefs, * Jg 
Which as ’tis drawn by chance we find by guefs : 

Thy pictures raife no doubts when brought to view ; 
At once they’re known, and feem to know us too. 
Tranfcendent Artift! how complete thy /kill! 

Thy pow’r to aCt is equal to thy will: aO 

Nature and Art in thee alike contend, 

Not to oppofe each other, but befriend; 

For what thy fancy has with fire defign’d, 
by thy fkill both temper’d and refin’d. 

C 
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As in thy pi£tures light confents with (hade, 1 $ 
And each to other is fubfervient made, 

Judgment and genius To concur in thee, 

And both unite in perfect harmony. 

But after-days, my Friend! mild do thee right, 
And fet thy virtues in unenvy’d light. 30 

Fame due to vaft defert is kept in ftore, . 

Unpaid till the deferver is no more ; 

Yet thou in prefent the beft part haft: gain’d. 

And from the chofen few applaufe obtain’d : 

Ev’n he who beft could judge and beft could praife. 
Has high extoll’d thee in his deathlefs lays* 36 
Ev’n Dryden has immortaliz’d thy name* 

Let that alone fuffice thee, think that fame: 

Unfit I follow where he led the way. 

And court applaufe by what I feem to pay ; 40 

Myfelf I praife while 1 thy praife intend, 

For ’tis fome virtue virtue to commend • 

And next to deeds which our own honour raife, 

Is to diftinguifli them who merit praife, . 44 
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TOSIRRICHARDTEMPLE. * 

OF PLEASING. 

Tis ftrange, dear Temple! how it comes to pafs 
That no one man is pleas’d with what he has : 

So Horace lings—— and ftire as drange is this. 

That no one man’s difpleas’d with what he is. 

The foolifh, ugly, dull, impertinent, 5 

Are with their perfons and their parts content. 

Nor is that all ; fo odd a thing is man* 

He mod would be what lead he fiionld or can. 

Hence homely faces dill are foremod fcen, 

And crofs-fliap’d fops affeft the niced mien » 10 

Cowards extol true courage to the Ikies, 

And fools are dill mod forward to advifei 
Th’ untruded wretch to fecrefy pretends, 

Whifp’ring his nothing round to all as friends; 

Dull rogues affedl the politician’s part, 15 

And learn to nod, and fmile, and fhrug, with art; 

Who nothing has to lofe the war bewails, 

And he who nethiag pays at taxes rails. 

Thus man, pcrverfe, againd plain Nature drives. 

And to be artfully abfurd contrives. 20 

Plautus will dance, Lufcus at ogling aims. 

Old Tritus keeps, and undone Probus games : ’ 

Noifome Curcuiio, whofe envenom’d breath, 

Tho* at a diftancc utter'd, threatens death, j 

Cij 
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Full in your teeth his (linking whifper throws, 25 
Nor mends his manners tho’ you hold your nofc : 
Theifitts, who feems born to give offence, 

From uncouth form and frontlefs impudence, 
Affumes foft airs, and with a flur comes in, 
Attempts a fmile, and Ihocks you with a grin : 30 

Raucus harangues with a diffuafive grace, 

And Helluo invites with a forbidding face. 

• Nature to each allots his proper fphere. 

But that forfaken we like comets err ; 

Tofs’d thro’tpevoid, byfome rude fhock we’re broke, 
And all our boafted fire -is loft in fmoke* ' • 36 
Next to obtaining wealth, or pow’r, or ca/c, • - 
Men moft affedl in general to pleafe : - *- • '• 

Of this affeftion vanity’* the fource. 

And vanity alone obftrults its courfe j - 40 

That tclcfcape of fools, thro’ which they fpy 
Merit remote, and think the obje£t nigh : r : 

The glafs remov’d, would each hitafelf furvey, 

And in juft feales his ftrength and wcaknefs weigh, 
Purfue the path for which he was defign’d,' " : ' 45 
And to his proper force adapt :hi$ mind,- 
Scarce one but to fome, merit might pretend, ' x 
Perhaps might pleafe; at leaft would not tofferfd. 

Who would reprove ns while he ’makes us laugh, 
Muft he no Bavius, biit aBickerftaffe.. ‘ 30 

It Garth or Rlackmore friendly potions give, 

Wc bid the dying patient drink and live ; 
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When Murus comes, wc cry, Beware the pill, 

And wiih the tradefman were a tradefman ftiil. 

r> • 

If Addifon, or Rowe, or Prior, write* 55 

We ftudy ’em with profit and delight » 

But when vile Maccr and Mundungus rhyme, 

We grieve we’ve learnt to read, ay, curfe the time. 
All rules of Pleafing in this one unite, 

“ Affeft not any thing in Nature’s fpight.” 60 
Baboons and apes ridiculous we find ; 

For what ? for ill rcfembling human-kind. 

“ None are for being what they are in fault, 

“ But for not being what they would lie thought.” 
Thus I, dear Friend ! to you my thoughts impart, 
As to one perfect in the Pleafing art; 66 

If art it may be call’d in you, who feem 
By Nature form’d for love and for efteem. 

Affefting none, all virtues you poflefs. 

And really are what others but profefs. 70 

I’ll not offend you while myfelf I pleafe; 

I loath to flatter, tho’ I love to praife : 

But when fuch early worth fo bright appears, 

And antedates the fame which waits on years, 

I can’t fo flupidly affected prove, . . 

Not to confefs it in the man I love ; 

Tho’ now I aim not at that known applaufe 
You’ve won in arms and in your country’s caufe : { 
Nor patriot now, nor hero, I commend, 

But the companion praife, and boaft the friend. 80 
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But ydu may think, and fome, Ids partial, far. 

That.! prefume too much in this EBay. • «> 

How fliouid 1 llitiw what pleafes ? how explain ’• •: 

A .uie to which I never could attain ? ■ ' • i • 

To this objection I’ll make no reply, > 8 $ 

But tell a tale r which after we’ll apply. ■* : • 

I’ve read, or heard, a learned perfon once, 

Concern’d to find hisonly Ibn a dance, 

Compos’d a book in favour of the lad, 

Whofe memory, it feems, was very bad. " 90 

This work contain’d a world of wholefome rules 
To help the frailty of forgetful fools. 

The careful parent laid the treatife by, 

Till time fhould make it proper to apply. 

Simon at length the look’d-for age attains, 95 

To read and profit by his father’s pains ; 

And now the fire prepares the book t’impart, 

\yhich was yclep’d Of Memory the Art. 

But ah ! how oft’ is human care in vain ! 

For now he could not find his book again ; ICO 
The place where he had laid it he forgot, 

Nor could himfelf remember what he wrote. 

Now, to apply the ftory that l tell. 

Which if not true is yet invented well. 

Such is my cafe; like mod of theirs who teach, 105 
1 ill may practice what I well may preach. 

Myfclf not trying, or not turn’d to pleafe/ 

May fay the line, and meafure out the ways. 
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The Mulcibcrs, who in the Minories fwcSt, 

And maflSve bars on ftubborn anvils beat,- 1 10 
Deform’d thethfelves, yet forge thofe days of rteel 
Which arm Aurelia with a lhapeto kill. 

So Macer and Mundungus fchool the times, 

And write in rugged profe the rules of fofter rhymes : 
Well do they play the careful critic’s part, 115 
Inftru£ting doubly by their matchlefs art : 

Rules for good verfe they firft with pains indite, 
Then (how us what are bad by what the)' write. 118 

% » 4 »*, 1 , 

TO LORD VISCOUNT COBHAM. 

. > • * 

OF IMPROVING TUE PRESENT TIME. 

Sincerest critic of my profe or rhyme. 

Tell how thy pleafing Stowe employs thy time; 

Say., Cobham! what amufes thy retreat l 
Or rtratagems of war or fehemes of (late? 

Port thou recall to mind with joy or grief 5 

Great Marlbro’s a&ions? that immortal chief, 

Whofe higheft trophy, rais’d in each campaign, 

More than fuffte’d to ftgnalize a reign; 

Does thy remembrance rifing warm thy heart 
With glory part, where thou thyfelf lrad’rt part ? 10 
Or doft thou grieve, indignant, now to fee 
The fruitlefs end of all thy viftory ? 

To fee th’ audacious foe, fo late fubdu’d, 

Difpu'tc thofe terms for which fo long they fu’d, 
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Graceful [a farm, and winning in addrefs, 

While well you think what aptly you exprefs j 
With health, with honour, with a fair eftate, 45 
A table free, and elegantly neat, ' 

What can be added more to mortal blifs ? 

What can he want that Hands poflefs’d of this? 
What can the fondeft wifhing mother more, 

Of Heav’n attentive for her (on implore ? JO 

And yet a happinefs remains unknown, 

Or to Philofophy reveal’d alone ; 

A precept which, unptaltis'd, renders vain 
Thy flowing hopes, and plcafqre turns to pain. 
Should hope and fear thy heart alternate tear, 5$ 
Or love, or hate, or rage, or anxious care, 

Whatever paflions may thy mind infeft, 

(Where is that mind which paflions ne’er moleflr) 
Amidft the pangs of fuch intefline rtrife 
Still think the prefent day the lafl of life : 6® 

Defer not till to-morrow to be wile, 

To-morrow’s fun to thee may never rife; 

Or Ihould to-morrow chance to cheer thy fight 
With her enliv’ning and unlook’d-for light, 

How grateful will appear her dawning rays! 65 
Its favours unexpected doubly pleafe. 

Who thus can think, and who fuch thoughts purfucs, 
Content may keep his life, or calmly lofe. 

All proofs of this thou may’ll thyfelf receive. 

When leifure from affairs will give thee leave. 70 
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Come fee thy friend retir’d, without regret. 
Forgetting care, or driving to forget, 

In cafy contemplation foothing time, 

With morals much, and now and then with rhyme; 
Not fo robu ft in body as in mind, 75 

And always undeje&ed, tho’ declin’d ; • • 

Not wond’ring at the world’s new wicked ways, 
Compar’d with thofe of our forefathers’ days; . 

For virtue now is neither more or lefs, 

And vice is only vary’d in the drefs. . . 80 

Believe it men have ever been the fame. 

And Ovid’s Golden Age is but a dream. 82 



f . ’ 
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TO THE KING, 

ON THE TAKING OF NAMURE. 

Praefcnti tibi marutos largimur houorri s 
Nil orituruui alias, nil ortum tale fatcnres. 

HOT. AD AUCUSTUM. 



I. 

Or arms and war my Mufe afpires to fing. 

And (trike the lyre upon an untry’d firing: 

New fire informs my foul unfelt before. 

And on new wings to heights unknown 1 foar. 

0 Pow*r uufeen ! by whole relilHtfs force 5 

Compell'd I take this flight, direCt my courle, 

For Fancy wild and pathlefs ways will chufe. 

Which Judgment rarely, or with pain, purfues. 

Say, facred Nymph ! whence this great change pro- 
Why fcorns the lowly Twain his oaten reeds, [ceeds ? 
Daring aloud to (trike the founding lyre, - 11 

And fing heroic deeds, • • 

Neglecting flames of love for martial fire ? 

II. 

William alone my feeble voice can raife ; 

What voice fo weak that cannot fing his praife ! ijf 
The lift’ning World each whifper will befriend 
That breathes his name, and ev’xy ear attend ; • 
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The hov’ring winds on downy wings (hall wait around, 
And catchjand waft to foreign lands, the flying found: 
Ev’n I will in his praife be heard, 20 

For by his name lhy verfe (hall be preferr’d. 

Borne like a lark upon this eagle’s wing, 

High as the fpheres l will his triumph ling; 

High as the head of Fame; Fame, whofe exalted flze 
From the deep vale extends up to the vaulted Ikies*: 
A thoufand talking tongues the monfler bears, 26 
A thoufand waking eyes, and ever open ears ; 

Hourly foe ftalks with huge gigantic pace, 

Meas’ring the globe, like Time, with conftant race; 
Yet foall foe (lay and bend to William’s praife : 30 

Of him her thoufand ears foall hear triumphant lays; 
Of him her tongues foall talk, on hint her eyes foall 
. ■ •" ’ HI. ’ [gaze. 

But, lo! a change afoonifoing my eyes! 

And all around behold new objects rife ! 

What forms are thefe I fee ? and whence? 35 

Beings fubftantial ? or does air condenfe, J ’ 

To clothe ii\ vifionary foape my various thought ? 
Are thefe by fancy wrought ? * • • . 

Can ftrong ideas ftrike fo deep the fenfe ? , 

O facred Poefy ! O boundlefs Power ! 40 

What wonders doft thou trace, what hkldenWorlds 
explore! . 

Thro’ feas, earth, air, and the wide circling (ky. 
What is not fought and feen by thy all-piercing eye*! 
_• Virg. Aen. 4. 
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*Twas now, when flow’ry lawns the profpeff made 
And flowing brooks, beneath a foreft’s (hade 45 

A lowing heifer, lovelieft of the herd, — 1 * 

Stood feeding by, .while two fierce bulls prepar’d 
Their armed heads for fight, by fate of war to. prove 
The viftor worthy of .the fair one’s love ; -.1 . 

Unthought pref^ge of what met next my view ! :jd 
For foon the (bady fccne withdrew ; ; •' f 

And now for woods, and fields, and fpringing flow’rs. 
Behold a town arile bulwark’d with walls and lofty 
Two rival armies all the plain o’erfpread, [tow-’rs ! 
Each in battalia rang’d, and Ihining arms array'd; 55; 
With eager eyes beholding* both from far. . :i. .j * - 

Nauure! the prize and miftrefs of the wah >■ ..) 

V 1 .. • r 

m 4 • V • 1 I <• > It vuk 

How third of conqueft, and immortal fame, - ,i ‘ \ 

Does every chief and foldier’s heart inflanic. -in 1 
Defenfive arms the Gallic forces bear, .V >60: 
While hardy Britons for the ftorm prepare^ < <’ 

Fdr Fortune had with. partial hand before 
Refign’d the rule to Gallia’s pow ? r. 1 . ’ . . 

Fligh on a rock the mighty fdrtrcfs (lands, 

Founded by Fate, and Wrought by Nature’s hands ;' 

A wondrous talk it is th’ afeent to gain, 66 

Thro’ craggy cliffs that (hike the light with pain, 
And nod impending terrors o’er the plain. ■ * -■> 

D . . 

• % \ 
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To this what dangers men can add by force or /kill, 

( And great is human force and Wit in ill) yd 

Are join’d; on ev’ry fide wide gaping engines wait. 
Teeming with fire, and big with certain fate, 

Ready to hurl deftroftion from above, ’ 

In. dreadful roar mocking the wrath of Jove. 

Thus fearful does the face of udVerfe Pow’r appear; 
But Briti/b forces are emus’ d to fear; * 76 

Tho’ thus oppos’d they might, if William were not 

VI; ’ M • ' * [there. 

But hark, the voice of War f behold the ftorm begin ! 
The trumpets’ clangor fpeaks in load alarms, 
Mingling /brill notes with dreadful din Bo 

Of cannons’ burft and rattling clafh of arms 4 
Clamours from earth to heaven, from heav’n to earth, 
Diftinftion in promifcuousnoile is drown’d, [rebound, 
And Echo loft in one continu’d found. 

Torrents of fire from brazen mouths are fent, 85 
Follow’d by peals, as if each pole were rent ; 

Such flames the gulfs of Tartarus difgorgc, 

So vaulted iEtna roars from Vulcan’s forge ; 88 

Suchwere the peals from thence, fuch the vaft blaze that 
Redd’ning with horrid gloom the dufky fmoke, [broke, 
When the huge Cyclops did with moulding thunder 
And maffive bolts on repercu/Qve anvils beat, [fweat, 

VII. 

Amidft this rage behold where William fluid*, 
Undaunted, uudifmay’d [ 
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With face ferene difpcnfmg dread commands, i 95 
Which heard with awe, are with delight obey'd! 

* A thoufand fiery deaths around him fly, 

And burning bails, hifs harmless by; 

For ev’ry fire his facred head mutt fpare, 

Nor dares the lightning touch the laurels there. ICO 

VIU. 

Now many a wounded Briton feels the rage 
Of mifliTe fires that' fetter in each limb, 

Which dire revenge alpne has pow’r t'attwage; 
Revenge makes dahger dreadlefs feem. * 

And now with dcfp’rate force and frefb attack, 105 
Thro’ obvious deaths refiftiefs way they make ; 
Railing high piles of earth, and heap on, heap they 
And then attend; refembiing thus (as far [lay, 
i^s rice of men inferior may) : 

The’ fam'd gigantic war, * ' ' !liO 

When tfrofe tail iforis of Earth did heav’n afpire, 

(A brave but impious fire !) ■ - 
Uprooting hills with moft ttupendous hale. 

To form the, high and dreadful fcale; 

The gods with horiror and amaze look’d down, If $ 
Beholding rocks fron\ their firm bafis rent ; . ' 

Mountain on mountain thrown 
With threat* ning hurl that (hook th’ ethereal firma- 
Th’ attempt did fear in heav’n create; '• [meat 
Jfc’n Jove dcfpondiag fate, » ' r ’ • n. . ’ > ’ tio 
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Till Mars, with all his force collected-, flood, < 
And pour’d whole war on the rebellious brood. 

Who tumbling headlong from th’ empyreal (kies, 
O’crwhelm’dthofe hills by which they thought to rile. 
Mars on the gods did then his aid beftow, 115 

And now in godlike William ftorms with equal force 

IX. [below. 

Still they proceed with firm unfhaken pace, 

And hardy breads oppos’d to Danger’s face. 

With daring feet, on fpringing mines they tread 'V ; 
Of fecret fulphur in dire ambufli laid; ’ 130 

Still they proceed, tho’ all beneath the lab’ring earth 
Trembles to give the dread irruptions birth: 

Thro’ this, thro’ more, thro’ all, they go, 

Mounting at laft amidfi the vanquifh’d foe. 

See how they climb, and fcale the fteepy walls! 135 
See how the Britons rife! fee the retiring Gauls! • 
Now from the fort behold the yielding flag isfpread. 
And William’s banner on the breach difplay’d. 

• X. 

Hark, the triumphant (houts from every voice! 

The (kies with acclamations ring! Z40 

Hark, how. around the hills rejoice. 

And rocks reflected Ids fing! 

Hautboys, and fifes, and trumpets, join’d. 

Heroic harmony prepare, •> ' .> 

And charm to filence every wind, *:• -[ 

And glad the late tormented air. 
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Far is the found of martial mufic fpread. 

Echoing thro’ all the Gallic hoft, 

Whofe num’rous troops the dreadful ftorm furvcy’d; 
But they, with wonder or with awe difmay’d, Ij o 
Unmov’d beheld the fortrefs loft; 

William their num’rous troops with terror fill’d, 

Such wondrous charms can godlike valour fhow! 

Not the wing’d Perfeus, with petrHic Ihield 154 

Of Gorgon’s head to more amazement charm’d his 
Nor when on ioaring horfe he fiew to aid [foe ; 
And lave from monfterVrage the beauteous maid ; 

Or more heroic was the deed. 

Or (he to furer chains decreed, 

Then was Namure, till now by William freed. 160 

XI. 

Defcend, my Mufe! from thy too-daring height,' 
Dcfcend to earth, and eafc thy wide-ftretch’d wing; 
For weary art thou grown of this unwonted Bight, 
And doft with pain of triumphs fing. 

More fit for thee refume thy rural reeds; 1 6$ 

For war let more harmonious harps be ftrung: 

Sipg thou of love, and leave great William’s deeds 
Te him who fung the Boyne, dr him to whom hefting* 

J - •, 1 . 

,*• * * r. - . j * « » * 

c . : % 

D »»V 

tlj "» * 
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Let all be hnflb’d, each foftefl: motion ceafe, ; 1 
Be ev’ry loud tumultuous thought at peace, 

And ev’ry ruder, gafp of breath 

Be calm, as in the arms of Death : 1 ' : ' -> 

And thou, mod fickle, mod uneafy part, • ^ 

Thou reftlefs wanderer, my Heart, •• • 

Be ftill ; gently, ah ! gently, leave,; r: r 
Thou bufy, idle thing, to heave : . . * • 

Stir not a pulfe; and let my blood, ' * '** 

That turbulent unruly flood, . ... . .. to 

Be foftly (laid : . ' 

Let pie be all, but my attention, dead. 

Go, reft, unneceflfary fprings of life. 

Leave your officious toil and ftrife; 

For I would hear her voice, and try. ; . . 15 

If it be poffible to die. .< • , 1 , 

• ' *’I1. • <*:•«>». 1 • ’’ !• i 

Come, all ye love-fick maids and wounded f wains. 
And lifle.o to her healing ftrains. .* '• • 

A wondrous balm between her lips fbe wears. 

Of fov’reign force to foften cares, 20 

And this thro’ ev’ry ear fhe can impart, 

(By tuneful breath diffus’d) to ev’ry heart. 
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Swiftly the gentle charmer flies, ; 

And to the tender grief foft Air applies. 

Which warbling my flic founds 
Cements the bleeding panter’s wounds. 

But, ah ! beware of clam’rous moan ; 

Let no nnpicafing murmur or harlh groan 
Your flighted loves declare ; 

Your very tend’reft moving fighs forbear, 30 

For even they will be too boift’rous here. 

Hither let nought but facred Silence come. 

And let all-fawcy Praife be dumb. 

IIL 

And, lo! Silence himfclf is here; 

Methinks I fee the midnight god appear; 35 

In all his downy pomp array’d, 

Behold the rev’rend (hade ; 

An ancient Sigfi he fits upon, 

Whofc memory of found is long fince gone, 

And purpofety.annihilated for his throne; <" 40 

Beneath two foft tranfparent clouds do meet, 

In which he feems to fink, his fofter feet; 

A melancholy thought, condens’d to air, 

Stoll’n from a lover in defpair, • ; .7 

Like a thin mantle ferves to wrap 45 

In fluid: folds fils vifionary fhape ; ■ 

A wreath of darknefs round fiis head he wears, — 
Where curling mifis fupply the want of hairs; 
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While the Aill vapours, which from poppies rifeV 
Bedew his hoary face and lull his eyes. 50 

IV. 

But, hark! theheav’nly fphere turns round, * 

And filence now is drown’d ■ ,1 ' 

In ecftafy of found. 

How on a fudden the (till air is charm’d, 

As if all harmony were juft alarm’d ! 

And ev’ry foul, with tranfport fill’d. 

Alternately is thaw’d and chill’d. 

See how the heav’nly choir 
Come flocking to admire. 

And with what fpeed and care 60 

Defcending angels cut the thinneft air ! 

Hafte then, come all th’ immortal throng, 

And liften to her fong; 

Leave your lov’d manfions in the fky. 

And hither, quickly hither, fly : 65 

Your lofs of heav’n nor ihall you need to fear; 

While (he lings ’tis heav’n here. 

V. 

See how they> crowd, fee how the little chcruhs fkip! 
While others At around her mouth, and fip u " 
Sweet hallelujahs from her lip*' "** ; .r> r :i s • 70 
Thofe lips where infurprife of blifs they roTC ; > 

For ne’er before did angels tafte ' . • 

So exquifite a feaft . .. . 

Of mufic and of love. 
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Prepare, tl^en^ ye Immortal Choir ! * : , 75 

Each facred minftrel tune his lyre, 

And with her voice in chorus join,; ' 

Her voice which, next to yours, is moll divine; 

Blefs the glad earth with heav’nly lays, 

And to that pitch th’ eternal accents raiie, 80 
Which only.breath infpir’d can reach, 

To notes which only (he can learn and you can teach 
While we, charm’d with the lov’d excels, 

Are wrapt in fweet forgetfulnefs 

Of all, of all, but of the prefent happinefs, 85 

Wifhing for ever in that (late to lie. 

For ever to be dying fo, yet never die. 87 

i » i r j 1 ^ • * *%• 

. 1 » . . « 

•) , • . . f , . 

; i . ' • • ' 
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A DISCOURSE ON THE PINDARIC ODE. 

The following Ode is an attempt towards reftoring 
the regularity of the ancient lyric poetry, which Teems 
to be altogether forgotten or unknown by our Englilh 
writers. 

There is nothing more frequent among us than a 
fort of poems entitled Pindaric Odes , pretending to 
be written in imitation of the manner and ftyle of 
Pindar •, and yet I do not know that there is to this 
day extant in our language one ode contrived after 
his model. What idea can an Englilh reader have of 
Pindar, (to whofc mouth, when a child, the bees * 
brought their honey, in omen of the future fweetnefs 
* Paufan. Boeotic. 
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and melody of his fongs) when he /hall fee fuch rum- 
bling and grating papers of verfcs pretending to be 
copies of his works ? 

The character of thefe late Pindarics is a bundle 
of rambling incoherent thoughts, expre/Tcd in a like 
parcel of irregular ftahzas, which alio conlift of fuch 
another complication of difproportioned uncertain and 
perplexed verfes and rhymes; and I appeal to any 
reader if this is not the condition in which thefe ti- 
tular odes appear. • ' t ' 

On the contrary, there is nothing more regular than 
the Odes of Pindar/both as to the exafi obferration 
of the meafores and numbers of his ftanzas and verfes, 
and the perpetual coherence of his thoughts : fortho* 
his digre/Gons are frequent, and his tranfitions hid- 
den, yet is there ever fome fecret connexion which, 
tho’ not always appearing to the eye, never fails to 
communicate itfelf to the under handing of the reader. 

The liberty which he took in his numbers, and 
which has bten fo mifunderflood * and mi&pplied by 
his pretended imitators, was only in varying the ftan- 

* For certainly they have utterly mifunderflood Horace, 
L. iv. ode 2 . who nave applied nvmerifq; fertur lege folutis, 
to *11 the odesot Pindar, which there exprefslv relates only to 
his Dithjrrambics, and which are all entirely loft. Nothing is 
plainer than the fenfe of Horace In that place. He fays, 
Pindar deferves the laurel, let him write of what or in what 
manner foever, t>»*. firft whether he writes Dlthyrambics, 
which break through the bounds preferibed to other odes ;or, 
fecondly, Whether’he writes of gods and heroes, their war. 
like achievements, &c. or, thirdly, whether lie lings of the 
vigors in the Grecian games ; or, laftly, whether lie tings 
in honour of cite dead, and vvrites elegies, &r. 
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xas in different’ odes* ; but in each particular ode they 
are ever correfpondent one to another in their turns, 
and according to the order of the ode. w <*• -> • ■ , 

All the Odes afPiridar which remain to us are longs 
of ttiumph, victory, or fuccefs/in thd Grecian games: 
they were fung by a chorus, and adapted to the? lyre, 
and fometimes to the lyre and. pipe *; they confided, 
ofteneftdf three (lanzas; the firft was called thdStrophe, 
from the verfion or circular motion of tbejingers in 
that ftanza from the right hand to. the left ; the fc-: 
cond ftanza was called the Antiftrophe, from the con- 
traverfipn of the chorus, the fingers in performing that 
turning from the left hand to the right ^ contrary al- 
ways to their motion in the ftr.pphe; the third flanza 
was called the Epode, (it may be as being the after- 
fong) which they fung in the middle, neither turning 
to one hand nor the.o'thcr. , . '«■ 

What the origin- was of thefe different motions and 
ftations in finging their odes is not our prefent bu- 
finefs to inquire. Some have thought tb&t by the con- 




nihui non Jinefijtula ; and, L. iii. ode >9. cur pendet tacit a 
fijlula cum lyra * . 

f Or from the left to the right ; for the fcholiafls differ 
in thar, as may hr feen in Pind. Schol. Intro due. adOlymp, 
And Alex, ah Alexandra, L. iv. c. 17. ipeaking of the cere- 
mony of the chorus, fays, Curfutn aufpicati a lava drx- 

trorfum mox a dextra la-oar fuan. But the learned Sclimi. 

dius takes part with the firft opinion, as more confident with 
the notions of the Ancients concerning the motions of tiie 
heavenly fpheres, and agreeable to Ilnmcr there cited by 
him. See Era/. Sihmid.Prolegom. in Qlymp . et Je carmin, 
lyiic. 
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frarletjr of the ftroph^ andantiArophe they, intended 
to rcprcfcnt the contrarotation of the ftinmm mobile ,• 
in refpeft of the fecUndamobUia sfttd itiVat by their 
landing (till at the epode, they meant to fignify 
the (lability of the earth. Others aferibe the infti* 
tution to ThCfeuS, who thereby efcpteAed the wind- 
ings and turnings of the labyrinth in Celebrating his 
return from theftee*. 

The method obferved in the compofition of thefe 
odes was therefore as follows : the poet having made 
choice of a certain number of verfes to Cbhftitbtc his- 
Arophe or fir A Aanza, was obliged toobffcrvC the fame 
in his antifirophe or fecond Aanza, and Which ac- 

•n 

cordingly perpetually agreed whenever repeated, both’ 
in number of verfes and quantity of feet : he was then 
again at liberty to ihake a new choice for his third Aanza 
or epode; where, accordingly, hediverfified his num- 
bers as his ear or fancy led him, compiling that Aanza 
of more or fewer verfes than the former, and thofe 
verfes of different meafures and quantities, for the 
greater variety of harmony, and entertainment of the 
ear. 

But then this epode being thus formed, he was 
ftriftly obliged to the fame meafuref as often as he 
Aiould repeat ti in the order of his ode ; fo that every 
epode in the fame ode is eternally the fame in mea~ 

• Pind. Scbol. et Schmid, ibid. 

t Vid. Jul. Seal, poetic, ad. fin. lib. iii. cap. 97. 

E 
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fore and quantity in refpeft to itfelf, as is alio every 
ftrophc and antidrophc in refpeft to each other. 

- The lyric poet Stefichorus (whom Longinus * 
reckons amongd the abled imitators of Homer, and 
of whom Quintilian fays f, that if he could have 
kept within bounds he would have been neared of 
any body, in merit, to Homer) was, if not the in- 

V- * 

venter of this order in the ode, yet fo drift an obfer- 
ver of it in his compofitions, that the three danzas 
of Stefichorus became a common proverb to exprefs 
a thing univerfally known, Ne tria quidem Stefickori 
nojli $ ? fo that when any one had a mind to reproach 
another with exceffive ignorance, he could not do it 
more efleftually than by telling hjm “ he did not 
“ fo much as know the three danzas of Stefichorus,’* 
that is, did not know that an ode ought to confid of 
a drophe, an antidrophe, and an epode. If this was 
fuch a mark of ignorance among them, lam fore wc 
have been pretty long liable to the fame reproof, t 
mean in refpcftof our imitations of theOdes of Pindar. 

My intention is not to make a long preface to a 
Ihort ode, nor to enter upon a didertation of lyric 
poetry in general ; but thus much I thought proper 
to fay for the information of thofe readers whofe 
courfe of dudy has not led them into fuch inquiries. 

r Longtn. dr Sub. c* 13. f Qoint. Inft. lib. x. c. I. 

t "Ort TO. rp'ia w yiva<ry.HC , dc vehanentcr in- 

dofto et i npcrito dici iolicum. Erafm Aiag, 
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I hope t fhall not be To mifunderdood as to hare 
it thought that I pretend to give an exaCt copy of 
Pindar in this enfuing Ode, or that I look upon it as 
A pattern for his imitators for the future : far from 
fuch thoughts, I have only given an indance of what 
is practicable, and am fenfible that l am as didant 
from the force and elevation of Pindar as others have 
Vitherto been from the harmony and regularity of 
his numbers. 

* Again, we having no chorus to (ing in our odes, 
the titles, as well as ufe of drophe, antidrophe, and 
epode, are obfolete and impertinent ; and certainly 
•there may be very good Englifh odes without the 
didinCtion of Greek appellations to their danzas: 
that I have mentioned them here, and obferved the 
order of them in the enfuing Ode, is therefore only the 
more intelligibly to explain the extraordinary regu- 
larity of the compofition of thofe odes, which have 
been reprefented to us hitherto as the mod confufed 
ftruCtures in nature. 

However, though there be no neceflity that our 
triumphal odes fhould confid of the three afore- 
mentioned danzas, yet if the reader can obferve that 
the great variation of the numbers in the third danza 
(call it epode or what you pleafe) has apleafing effeCt 
in the ode, and makes him return to the fird and fe- 
cond danzas with more appetite than he could do if 

Eij : 
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alwSyscloyed with the farnequantities and meafures, 
I cannot fee why fpme ufe may opt be made of Pin- 
dar’s example, to the greatjimprpyemcnt of theEng- 
iiffi ode, There is certainly a pleafure in beholding 
any thing that, has art and difficulty in the cpntrir 
vance, efpeeiaUy if it appears fu carefully executed, 
that the difficulty does not (hew, jtfeif till it is. fought 
ior^ indr that; the feeming'eaflpcfs of the work fir£ 
fets us upon the inquiry. Nothing can bp called beaur 
tFAii, without proportion. When fymmetry and har- 
mony are wanting, neither thceye nor the ear can be 
pleafed; therefore certainly poetry, which includes 
painting and mufic, fbould not bedeftitute of themt 
and of all poetry efpeciaJly the ode, whofe end and 
eflence is harmony. 

Mr, Cowley, in his Preface to his Pindaric Odes, 
fpeakipg of, the mufic of numbters, fays, which fome- 
“ timbs (efpecblly in fongs and odes) almqfl wjth- 
“ out any thing elfe makes an excellent poet.” 

Having mentioned Mr. Cowley, it may very well 
be.cxpcfled.that fomething (hould be faid of him at 
a time when the imitation of Pindar is the theme of 
our difeourfe : but there is that great deference due 
to the memory, great parts, and learning, of that 
gentleman, that i think nothing fhonld be objected 
to the latitude he Has taken in his Pindaric Odes, 
The beauty of his verfes aie an atonement for the 
irregularity of his ftanzas ; and though he did not 
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Imitate Pindar in the driftnefs of his numbers, he 
has very often happily copied him in the force of 
his figures, andfublimity of his dyle and fentiments. 

Yet I mnd beg leave to add, that I believe thofc 
Irregular Odes of Mr. Cowley may have been the 
principal though innocent occafion of fo many deform- 
ed poems fince, which indcad of being true pi&ures 
of Pindar, have (to ufe the Italian painter’s term) 
been only caricaturas of him ; refemblances that for 
the mod part have been either horrid or ridiculous. 

For my own part, I frankly own my error in having 
heretofore mifcalled a few irregular danza* a Pin- 
daric Ode; and pofTIbly if others who have been un- 
der the fame midake would ingenioufly confefs the 
truth, they might own that, never having confulted 
Pindar himfelf, they took all his irregularity upon 
truft; and finding their account in the great eafe with 
which they could produce odes without being obliged 
either to meafure or defign, remained fatisfied, and 
it may be were not altogether unwilling to negleft 
being undeceived. 

Though there be little (if any thing) left of Or- 
pheus but his name, yet if Paufanias * was well in- 
formed, we may be allured that brevity was a beauty 
which he mod induftrioufly laboured to preferve in 
his Hymns, notwithdanding, as the fame author re- 
41 ports, that they were but few in number. 

* Soeotic. pag. 588. 

E ”J 
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Thc'fhortneft of the following Ode will, I hope, at- 
tone for the length of the Preface, and in Tome mea- 
fure for the defers which may be found in it. It 
confifts of the fame number of (tanzas with that 
beautiful ode of Pindar which is the firft of his Ify- 
thics; and though I was unable to imitate him ia 
any other beauty, I refolved to endeavour to copy his 
brevity, and take the advantage of a remark he has 
made in the laft ftrophe of the fame ode, which take 
in the paraphrafe of Sudorius. 

Qul multj pancis flringere commoiic 
» N°**re, morfua hi facile invidoi 

Sprrnunc, «t auris menfq; pura 
Omne fupcrvacuum rejeftat.- 
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I. 

Daughter of Memory, immortal Mufe! 

Calliope ! what poet wilt thou chufe 
Of Anna’s name to fing? 

To whom wilt thou thy fire impart, 

Thy lyre, thy voice, and tuneful art ? f 

Whom raife fublime on thy ethereal wing. 

And confeerate with dews of thy Caftalian fpring? * 

II. ; 

Without thy aid the moft afpiring mind , 

Muft Bag beneath, to narrow Bights confin’d. 
Striving to rife in vain, . IO 

Nor e’er can hope with equal lays . , , 

To celebrate bright Virtue’s praile. . ^ , i. . 

Thy aid obtain’d, even I, the humble# Twain, 

May climb Pierian heights, and quit the lowly plain. 
< III. 

High in the Barry orb is hung, 15 

And next Alcides’ gHardian arm. 

That harp to which thy Orpheus fung, 

Who woods, and rocks, and winds, could charm. 
That harp which on Cyllene’s lhady hill, 

When fir ft the vocal (hell was found, S© 

With more than mortal (kill 
Inventer Hermes taught to found :* 

Hermes on bright Latona’s foq. 

By fweet pcrfuajion won, 
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The wondrous work beftow’d ; V 

Latona’s fon, to thine 
Indulgent, gave the gift divine : 

A god the gift, a gcd th’ invention (bow’d. 

I. 

To that high-founding lyre I tune my drains; 

A lower note his lofty fong difdains 3® 

Who fmgs of Anna’s name. 

The lyre is (truck ; the founds I hear, 

O Mufe! propitious to my pray’r; 

O well-known founds! O melody, the fame 

That kindled Mantuan (ire and rais’d Masonian dame! . 

II. 

Nor are thefe founds to Britifli bards unknown, 36 
Or fparingly reveal’d to one alone; 

Witnefs fweet Spenfer’s lays 

And witnefs that immortal fong, - 

As Spenfcr fweet, as Milton (trong, 40 

Which humble Boyne o’er Tiber’s flood could raife. 

And mighty William fing with well-proportion’d 
,r; • • III. ’ ' [praife. 

Rife, fair Auguda ! lift thy head, 

With golden tow’rs thy front adorn:; 

Come forth, as comes from Tithon ? s bed . 45 

With cheerful ray the ruddy Morn. 

Thy lovely form and freftweviving date • * 

In crydal flood of Thames furvey ' 

Then blefs thy better fate, •• : 

™!'fs Anna’s mod aufpicious fway. 5© 
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•While diftant realms and neighb’ring lands 
Arm’d troops and hoftiie bands 
On cv’ry fide moled, 

Thy happier clime U frfce, 

Fair Capital of Liberty ! 35 

And plenty knows, and day* of halcyon reft. , 

1 . 

m 4 

As Britain’s ille, when old vex’d Ocean roars, 
UnOiaken fees againft her ftfacr (bores 
His fo&ning billows beat? ’ ;/ it. v . 

So Britain’s Queen, amidft the jars 6o 

And tumults of a world in wars, 

Fix’d on the bafe of her well-foupded ftatc. 

Serene and fafe looks down, nor feels th$ Ihocks of 
,5 ’ ‘ » ; II. * [Fate. 

But greateft fouls, tho’ blcft with fweet repofe. 

Are foorkrft touch’d with fenfe of others’ woes; 65 
Thus Anna's mighty mind, 

To mercy and foft pity pTone, 

And mov’d with for rows not her own. 

Has all her peace and dowivy reft refign'd, 

To wake for common good, and fuccoUr human-kind. 

' ' ‘ III. .. * * 

Fly, Tyranny! no more be known JS 

Within Europa’s blifsful bound ; 

Far as th' unhabitable zone 
Fly ev’ry hofpitable ground: 
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To horrid Zembla’s frozen realms repair, 

There with the baleful beldam, Night, 

Unpeopled empire (hare, 

And rob thofe lands of legal right : 

For now is come the promis’d hour' ' : 

When Juftice (hall have pow’r ; ••• " 8o 

Jafticc to earth reftored, 

Again Aftrea reigns ! 

Anna her equal fesile maintains, 

And Marlbrd wields her fure-deciding (word. 

I. 

Now couldft thou foar, my Mufe! to ling the man 85 
In heights fublime, as when the Mantuan fwan 
Her tow’ring pinions fpread, 

Thou (houldft of Marlbrd ling, whofe hand, 
Unerring from his Queen’s command, 

Far as the feven mouth’d Ifter’s fecret head, 90 
To fave th’ Imperial date, her hardy Britons led. 

II. 

Nor there thy fong (hould end; tho’ all the Nine 
Might well their harps and heav’nly voices join 
To ling that glorious day 

When bold Bavaria fled the field, 9 5 

And veteran Gauls, unus’d to yield, 

On Blenheim’s plain imploring mercy lay, 

And fpoils and trophies won perplex’d the victors* 

III. [way. 
But could thy voice of Blenheim ling, 

And with fucccfs that fong purfue, ICO 
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What art could aid thy weary wing 
To keep the vi&or flill in view? 

For as the fun ne’er flops his radiant flight, 

Nor fets, but with impartial ray 
To all who want his light 
Alternately. transfers the day ; 

So in the glorious round of fam<^ 

Great Marlbrd! flill the fame, 

Inceflant runs his courfe : 

To climes remote and near 
His conqu’ring arms by turns appear, 

And univerfai is his aid and force. 

1 . 

Attempt not to proceed, unwary Mufe! 

For, O 1 what notes, what numbers, couldfl thou chufe, 
Tho’ in all numbers (kill'd, JI 5 

To fmg the hero’s roatchlefs deed 
Which Belgia fav’d and Brabant freed! 

To fing Ramiilia’s day! to which mufl yield 
Cannae’s illuflrious fight, and fam’d Pharfalia 3 field. 

II. 

In the fhort courfe of a diurnal fun 
Behold the work of many ages done! 

What verfe fuch worth can raife ? 

Luflre and life the poet’s art 
To middle virtue may impart ; 

But deeds fublime, exalted high, like thefe, I2J 
Tranfccnd hisutmofl flight, andmockhisdiflant praife. 
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Still woild the willing Mufe afpire> 

With tran(pori ftill her drains prolong, 

But fear un (brings the trembling lyre, . • - 
And admiration flops her fbftg. ' 130 

Go on, great Chief! in Anna’s caufe proceed, 

Nor (heath the terrors of thy (word 
Till Europe thou baft freed. 

And univerfal peace rellor’d* * > j « ! 

This mighty work when thou (halt endj > 13J 

Equal rewards attend, 

Of value far above • • • - 

Thy trophies and thy fpdils ; 

Rewards everi worthy of thy toils, 

Thy : Qoeen‘s juft favour, and thy country’s love. 140 



To the Right Hon. 



- - THE EARL OF GODOLPHIN, 

LORD HIGH- TR E A3U R LR OF GREAT BRITAIN# 



— Quem vl i media ehieturba : ■ * 

Aut ob avarltiam, ant mifera ambitions laborat. 

Hunc capit argenti fplendor- — 

Hie nrntat merces furgeute a foie, ad eum quo 
Vefpertina tepet regio s quin per mala praeceps 

Fcrtur— — — , 

Omne* lii metuunt vrrfus, odere poet as. HOR- Lib. i. Sit. 4. 

. . - — , ... . - ■ ■ ... . . . . . i. - ■ 1.11 1. . -- 



ODE. 

1. 

To ha2ardou9 attempts and hardy toils 
Ambition Tome excites. 

And fome defire of martial fpoils 
To bloody fields invites; 

Others infatiate third of gain g 

Provokes to tempt the dang’rous main, 

To pafs the burning line, and bear 

Th’ inclemency of winds, and Teas, and air. 

Prefling the doubtful voyage till India’s (bore 
Her fpicy bofom bares, and fpreads her Alining ore. 10 

Nor widows’ tears nor teoder orphans' cries 
Can flop th’ invader's force; 

F . 
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Nor fwelling Teas nor thieat’ning fkies 
Prevent the pirate’s courier 

Their lives to felfiih ends decreed, * ' tj 

Thro’ blood or rapine they proceed ; 

No anxious thoughts? of ill repute 
Sufpend th’ impetuous and unjuft purfuit; 

But pow’r and wealth obtain’d, guilty and great. 
Their fellow-creatures’ fears they raife, or urge their 
. III. [hate. 

But not for thefe his iv’ry lyre 21 

Will tuneful Phoebus firing, 

Nor Polyhymnia; crown’d amid the choir, 

Th’ immortal epode fing. 

Thy fprings, Cailalia ! turn their dreams afide 3 J 
From rapine, avarice, and pride; 

Nor do thy greens, fhady, Aonia ! grow 
To bind with wreaths a tyrant’s brow. 

How juft, mod mighty Jove! -yet how fevere 
Is thy fupreme decree, r - ■ 30 

That impious men (hail joylefs hear 
The Mufes’ harmony ! ' : * 

Their facred fongs, (the rccompenfe , 

Of virtue and of innocence) 

Which pious minds to rapture raife, . 35 

And worthy deeds at once excite and praife. 

To guilty hearts afford no kind relief, 

But add inflaming rage and more aflflifting grief. 



Digitized by Google 




PINDARIC ODES 



«! 



it. 

Monftrous Typhoeusthus new terrors fill. 

He who aftail’d the (kies, 40 

And now beneath the burning hill 
Of dreadful ALtna lies ; 

Hearing the lyre’s celeftial found. 

He bellows in th’ abyfs profound; 

Sicilia trembles at his roar, 45 

Tremble the Teas, and far Campania’s (hore. 

While all his hundred mouths at once expire 
Volumes of curling fmoke and floods of liquid fire. 

III. 

From heav’n alone all good proceeds; 

To heav'nly minds belong 50 

All pow’r and love, Godolphin ! of good deeds. 

And lenfe of facred fong : 

And thus mod pLeafing are the Mule’s lays 
To them who merit moft her praife; 

Wherefore for thee her iv’ry lyre Ihe firings, 5$ 
And foars with rapture while Ihe fings. 

1. •’ 

Whether affairs of moft important weight 
Require thy aiding hand, 

And Anna’s caufe and Europe’s fate 

Thy ferious thoughts demand; 60 

Whether thy days and nights are fpent 

In cares, on public good intent ; - 

Fij 
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Or whether leifure hoars invite 
To manly fports or tn refin’d delight; 

In courts refiding, or to plains retir’d, * 65 

Where gen’rous (leeds conteft with emulation fir’d; 

II. ; 

Thee (till (he feeks, and tuneful fings thy name, 

As once (he Thcrqn.fijng, 

While with the deathlefs worthy's fame 1 
Olympian PHktung,;,. 7» 

Nor lefs fublimo.i* now her choice. 

Nor left infpir’d by thce her voice. 

And now (he loves aloft tO‘ found 
The man for more than mortal deeds renown'd ; 
Varying anon her theme, (he takes delight 7 $ 

The (wift-heeTd horfis to praife, and frng. his rapid 

II L • • [flight. 

And fee J the air-born racers ftart, 

Impatient of the rein ; >, 

Pafter they ran than flies the Scythian dart, 

Nor patfing print the plain ! • 8® 

The winds themfclves, who with their fwiftnefs vie, 
In vain their airy pinions ply ; 

So far in matchlefs fpeed thy courfers pafs 
Th’ ethereal authors of their race. 

I. 

And now a while the well-ftrain’d courfers breathe ; 85 
And now, my Mufc 1 prepare 
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Of olive leaves a twifted wreath 

• • • * * 

To bind the vigor’s hair. 

Pallas, in care of human-kind. 

The fruitful olive firft dcfign'd ; 90 

Deep in the glebe her fpear Ihe lahcM, 

When all at once the laden boughr advanc’d : 

The gods with wonder view’d the teeming earth, 

And allwith one content approv’d the beauteousbirth. 

II. 

This done, earth-fhaking Neptune next eflay’d, 95 
In bounty to the world, 

To emulate the Blue-ey’d maid, 

And his huge trident hurl’d 
Againft the founding beach; the ftroke 
Transfix’d the globe, and open broke ICO 

The central earth, whence, fwift as light. 

Forth rulh'd the firft-born horfe. Stupendous fight! 
Neptune for human good the bt^aft ordains, 

Whom foon he tam’d to ufe, and taught to hear the 

III. [reins. 

Thus gods contended, (noble ftrife! 105 

Worthy the heav’nly mind) ‘ * 

Who moft lhould do to foften anxious life, 

And moft endear mankind. • 

Thus thon, Gbdolphini doft with Marlbrd ftrive, 
From whofe joint toils? we reft derive 110 

Triumph in wars abroad his arm aflures, 

Sweej: peace at home thy care fecures. II* 

F iij 
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fcfFNALC.AS. 

Behold, Alexis, fee this gloomy (hade. 

Which feems alone far Sorrow’s (helter made. 

Where no glad beams of light can ever play. 

But night fqeccoding night excludes the day l 
Where never birds with harmony repair, $ 

And lightsome notes^ to cheer the du(Uy air. 

To welcome day v or bij^the fun farewell, 

By, morning lark or evening. Philomel. 

No violet here,; nor daify, e’er was fecn, 

No fwectly -budding flower, nor fpringipg green ; 10 
For fragrant myrtle . and the bluftiing rofe. 

Here baleful yew with deadly cyprefs grows. 

Here, then, extended on this wither'd mofs. 

We’ll He, and thou (halt fingof Albion’s loA ; 

Of Albion’s |ofs, and of Paflpra’s death, . . . —jjf 
Begin thy mournful fong, and raife thy tupefnl.hrcath... 
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jr^kLEji.- Ah ! woe too great ! ah ! theme which fat 
The lowly lays of humble (bepherds’ reeds! [exceeds 
O could I fiog in verfe of equal drain 
With the Sipilian bard or MaDtuan Twain, ao 

Or melting words and rooting numbers chufe, 
Sweet.ufctht Britifh Colin’s Mourning Mufe; 

Could, I, like him, in tuneful grief excel. 

And mourn Ukp Stella for her Aftrophel; 

The,n might 1 raife any voice, (fecurc of /kill) a 5 

And with melodious woe the vallies fill; 

The lift’qmg Echo on. my fang Ihould wait, 
Andhpllow rocks Pa flora’s name repeat; 

Each whittling wind and murmuring dream Ihould tell 
How lov’d (he liVd,ancbhaw lamented fell. • • 30 
men. Wert thou with ev’ry bay and laurel crown’d, 
Ahd high as Pan himfeif in fong renown ’d, 

Yet would not all tby art avail to lliow 
Verfe worthy of hec name or of our woe : 

Hut fuch true pafiion in thy face appears, 35 

In thy pale lips, thick fighs, and gulhing tears, 

Such tender forrovv. in thy heart I read, 

As fha!l fupply all Ikill, if not exceed. 

Then lease this common form of dumb diftrefs, 
Each vulgar grief can fighs and tears exprefs ; 40 

I«l fweet complaining notes thy paffion vent, 

And not in fighs,hut words explaining fighs, lament. 

alex. Wild he my words, Menalcas, wild my 
Artlcfs as Nature’s notes in birds untaught : [thought, 
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Boundlcfs my yerfc, and roving be my (trains, 4/ 
Various as flow’rs on unfrequented plains. 

And thou, Thalia! darling of my bread. 

By whom infpir’d I fung at Comus’ fead. 

While in a ring the jolly rural throng 

Have fate and fmil’d to hear my cheerful long, 50 

Be gone, with all thy mirth and fprightly lays, 

My pipe no longer now thy pow’r obeys : 

Learn to lament, my Mufe ! to weep and mourn, 
Thy fpringing laurels all to cyprefs turn; 

Wound with thy difmal cries the tender air, 55 
And beat thy fnowy bread and rend thy yellow hair: 
Far hence, in utmod wilds, thy dwelling chufe. 

Be gone, Thalia ! Sorrow is my Mufe. 

“ I mourn Padora dead, let Albion mourn, 

“ And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn.’ * 60 

No more thefe woods (hall with her fight be blefs’d. 
Nor with her feet thefe flow’ry plains be prefs’dj 
No more the winds (hall with her trefles play. 

And from her balmy breath deal fwccts away ; 

No more thefe rivers cheerfully (hall pafs, 65 

Pleas’d to reflefl the beauties of her face, 

While on their banks the wond’ring (locks havedood, 
Greedy of fight, and negligent of food. 

No more the Nymphs (hall with foft tales delight 
Her cars, no more with dances pleafe her fight ; 70 

Nor ever more (hall fwain make fong of mirth 
To blefs the joyous day that gave her birth ; 
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Loft is t 4 hat day, which had from her its light, » 

For ever loft with her in endlefs night; 

In endlcfis, night, and arms of Death, fhe lips; 75 
<P*ath in eternal (hades has frut Paftqra’s eyes. 

.Lanjent, ye Nymph*! and mourn, ye wretched 
Stray, ail ye Flocks! and deCert be, ye plains ! [Swains! 
Sigh, all ye Winds! and woep, ye;Cry.ftal Floods!. . 
Fade, all ye Flow Vs J and wither,. all ye Wood^! 80 
ft I mourn Paftora dead, let Alhidn mourn, 

“ And fable cloudsher.ehalky cliffs adorn.” 

Within a difmal grot, which damps furround. 

All cqld (he lies upon th’ unwholefome ground • 

The marble weeps, and with a filent pace- f »; j 85 
dts trickling tears diftill upon her face, 

Falfely ye weep, ye .Rocks ! and falfely mourn. 

For never will you let the nymph return ; .» • ' 

With a feign’d grief the faithlefs tomb relents, 4 
And like the crocodile its prey laments. • go 

O fhe was heav’nly fair in face and mind! 

Never in Nature were fuch beauties join’d : 

Without all fhining, and within all white; 

Pure tq the fenfe, and pleafing to the fight; 

Like fome rare flowV, whofe leaves all colours yield. 
And op’ning is with fweete ft odours fill’d. ' ' 96 

As lofty pines o’ertop the lowly reed, 

So did her graceful height all nymphs exceed ; 

To which excelling height fhe bore a mind .. 
Humble as ofiers bending to the wind. *' '* io© 
Thus excellent fhe was^— i *■- ; ' 
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Ah! wretched fate ! (he was, but is no mere. 

Help me, ye Hills and Vallies ! to deplore. 

I mourn Paftora dead, let Albion mourn, 
ct And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn.’* 105 

From that blefs’d earth on which her body lies. 
May blooming flow’rs with fragrant fweets arife : 
Let myrrha, weeping aromatic gum, 

And ever-living laurel, fliade her tomb: 

Thither let all th’ induftrious bees repair, 1 10 

Unlade their thighs, and leave their honey there : ' 
Thither let Fairies with their train refort, 

Neglect their revels and their midnight fport ; •» ; - 
There in unufual wailings wade the night, 

And watch her by the fiery glow-worm’s light. 115 

There may no difmal yew nor cyprefs grow. 

Nor holly bulh, nor bitter elder’s bough ; 

Let each unlucky bird far build his neft, 

And diftant dens receive each howling beaft j 
Let wolves be gone, be ravens put to flight, 1 20 

With hooting owls, and bats, that hate the light. 

But let the fighing doves their forrows bring, 

And nightingales in fweet complainings fing; • 

Let fwans from their forfaken rivers fly. 

And, fick’ning at her tomb, make hafte to die, 
That they may help to fing her elegy: 126 

Let Echo, too, in mimic moan deplore. 

And cry with me, Paftora is no more! 

** I mourn Pafloradead, let Albion mourn, 

[* And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn,’* ' 13® 
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And fee, the heav’ns to weep in dew prepare, 
And heavy mills obfcure the burden’d air ; 

A fudden damp o’er all the plain is fpread, 

Each lily, folds its leaves, and hangs its head ; 

On ev’ry tree the bloflbms turn to tears, 135 

And ev’ry bough a weeping moiflure bears ; 

Their wings the feather’d airy people droop, 

And flocks beneath their dewy fleeces (loop. 

The rocks are cleft, and new-defcending rills 
Furrow the brows of all th* impending hills; 140 
The water-gods to floods their riv’lets turn, 4 > 
And each with ftreamingeyes fupplies his wantingurn* 
The Fawns forfakethe woods, theNymphs the grove 
And round the plain in fad diftra&ions rove, 

In prickly brakes their tender limbs they tear, 143 
And leave on thorns their locks of golden hair. 

With their (harp nails themfeives the Satyrs wound. 
And tug their lhaggy beards, and bite with grief the 
Lo, Pan himfelf, beneath a blafled oak [ground. 
Deje&ed lies, his pipe in pieces broke : ijO 

See Pales weeping, too, in wild defpair. 

And to the piercing winds her bofom bare. 

And fee yond’ fading myrtle, where appears 
The Queen of Love, all bath’d in .flowing tears ; 

See how fhe wrings her hands and beats her bread! 
And tears her ufelefs girdle from her w-aift! Jj6 
Hear the fad murmurs of her fighing doves. 

For grief they figh, forgetful of their loves! 
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x Lo, LPVffMfrffeif, with hbavywoes oppreft ! 

Sec how his fttfroWs fwell his tender bread } i€o 
His bow he breaks, and wide his arrows dings, 

And folds his little arms,- and hangs his drooping 
Tbfcn lays his limbs upon the dying graft,' r [wings/ 
And all with tears bedews his beauteous face ; 

With tears, whkh from his folded lids a rife, 16 $ 
And even LoVe himfelf has weeping eyes. 

All Nature mourns; the floods and rocks deplore, 
And cry!, with me; Paftora is no more ! 

“ I mourn Paftora dead, let Albion mourn, 

**And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn.” 170 
- The rocks can melt, and air in miffs can mourn, 
And floods can weep, and winds to lighs can turn ; 
Thfe birds in fOngs their forrows can dilclofe, 
AndNyiUphs Iftid Swa ihs i nword s can tell their woes? 
tint, oh ! behold that deep and wild defpair 175 
Which neither winds can fhow, nor floods,- iior air. • 
'See the great Shepherd, chief of all the fwains, 
Lord of thefe Woods and wide-extended plains. 
Stretch’d on the ground, and clofe to earth his face, 
Scalding with fears th’ already faded grafs ; *180 

To the cold clay he jbins hls throbbing breaff. 

No more within Paftora’s arms to reft! 

No more ! for thofe once loft and circling arms 
Themfelves are clay, and cold are all her charms : 
Cold are thofe lips, which he no more muff kifs, 185 
And cold that bofom, once all downy blifs, 

3 
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On whofe foft pillows, lull’d in fweet delights, 

He us’d in balmy deep to lofe the nights. 

Ah! where is all that love and fondnefs fled ? 

Ah ! where is all that tender fweetnefs laid ? 190 

To duft mud all that heav’n of beauty come! ~ 

And mud Paftora moulder in the tomb! 

Ah, Death ! more fierce and unrelenting far 
Than wildeft wolves or favage tigers are ; 

With lambs and (heep their hungers are appeas'd. 
But rav’nous Death the Shepherdefs has feiz’d. 196 
“ I mourn Paftora dead, let Albion mourn, 

“ And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn.” 

But fee, Menalcas, where a hidden light 
With wonder ftops my long and ftrikes my fight, 
And where Paftora lies it fpreads around, 201 
Shewing all radiant bright the facred ground. 

While from her tomb behold a flame afeends 
Of whiteft fire, whofe flight to heav’n extends ; 

On flaky wings it mounts, and quick as fight 2C5 
Cuts thro’ the yielding air with rays of light, 

Till the blue firmament at laft it gains, 

And fixing there a glorious ftar remains; 

Faireft it fhincs of all that light the fkies, 

“As once on earth were fecn Paftora’s eyes.” 210 
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AMARYLLIS FOR AMYNTAS. 



A PASTORAL. 

• 4 , ... .ji. . JO i * ' 

Lamenting the death of 

, j » s * • • * 

‘THE LATE LORD MAR^lftSOF BLANDFORO. 
Infcribed to the Right Hon. 

THE LORD GODOLPHIN, 

LORD HIGH-TREASURER OF ENGLAND. 
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Qualis populea moeren* Philomela fub umbra 

Ami (Fuj qucritur fetui- 

- — miferabile earthen 

Integral et ntoeftii late loca quaeftibns implet. 
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VIRC-. Georg. 4 * 



’Twas at the time when new«-returning light 
With welcome rays begins to eheer the fight. 

When grateful birds prepare their thanks to pay. 
And warble hymns to hail the dawning day. 

When woolly flocks thejr bleating cries renew, 5 
And from their fleecy Tides firft lhake the filler dew; 

’Twas then that Amaryllis, heav’nly fair! 
Wounded with grief, and wild with her defpair, 
Forfook her myrtle bow’r and rofy bed. 

To tell the winds her woes, and mourn Amyntas dead, 
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Whohad a heart (o hSafsd,' that heard her cries, II 
And did not weep ? who fuch relentlefs eyes ? 

Tigers and wolves their wonted rage forego,' ” 

And dumb diftrefs and new companion fhow, 

As taught by her to tafte of human woe : ’ 

Nature herfclf attentive filcnce kept, '• 

And Motion feem’d fufpended while fhe wept » 

The riling Sun retrain'd his fiery courfe, 

And rapid Rivers liften’d at their fourcc ; - 
Ev’n Echo fear’d to catch the flying found, %0 
Left Repetition (hould her accents drown ; 

The very Morning Wind with-held his breeze, 

Nor fann’d with fragrant wings the noifelefs trees. 
As if the gentle Zephyr had been dead, 

And in the grave with lov’d Amyntas laid : 25 

No voice, no whifp’ring figh, no murm’ring groan, 
Prefum’d to mingle with a mother’s moan; 

Her cries alone her anguifti could exprefs. 

All other mourning would have made it Ids. 

Hear me, fhecry’d, yeNymphsand Sylvan Gods! 30 
Inhabitants of thefeonce 4 ov’d abodes; 

Hear my diftrefs, and lend a pitying ear. 

Hear my complaint — you would not hear my pray V: 
The lofs which you prevented not deplore, 

And mourn with me Amyntas, now no more. £5 
Have l not caufe, ye- cruel Pow’rs! to mourn? 
J«ives there like me another wretch forlorn ? 
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Tell me, thou Sun ! that round the world doft finite, 
Haft thou beheld another lofs like mine ? 

Ye Winds ! who on your wings fad accents bear, 40 
And cat.ch the founds of forrow and defpair, . . . 
Tell me if e’er your tender pinions bore 
Such weight of woe, fuch deadly fighs, before? . . 
Tell me, thou Earth! on whofe wide-fpreading bafe 
The wretched load is laid of human race, 45 

Doft thou not feel thyfelf with me oppreft ? 

JLie all the dead fo heavy on thy breaft? 

When hoary Winter on thy (brinking head 
His icy, cold, deprefling hand, has laid, 

Haft thou not felt lefs chilnefs in thy veins ? 5© 

Do 1 uot pierce thee. with rpore freezing pains ? 
jBut why to thee do I relate my wo?. 

Thou cruel Earth ! my moft remorfelefs foe, 

Within whole darkfome womb the grave is made. 
Where all my ioys are with Amyntas laid? 

What is’t to me tho’ on thy naked head 
..Eternal Winter fhould his horror fhed, 

Tho’ all thy nerves were numb’d with endlefs froft. 
And all thy hopes of future fpring were loft? 

To me what comfort can the fpring afFord v ? 60 
Can my Amyntas he with fpring reftor’d ? 

Can aft the rains that fall from weeping ikies 
Unlock the tomb where my Amyntas lies? 

No ; never ! never! — Say, then, rigid Earth t 
What is to me thy eveilafting dearth ? 65 
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Tho’ never flow’r again its head fhould rear, 

Tho* never tree again fhould bloflom bear, > 

Tho* never grafs fhould clothe the naked ground, 

Nor ever healing plant or wholefbme herb be found? 
None; none were found when l bewail’d their want ; 70 
Nor wholcfome het'b was found nor healing plant, 
Td eafe Amyntas of his cruel pains; 

In vain I fearch’d the vallies, hills, and plains; 

But wither’d leaves alone appear’d to view, 

Or pois’nous weeds, diflilling deadly dew; 

And if fome naked (talk, not quite decay’d. 

To yield a frefh and friendly bud eflay’d. 

Soon as I reach’d to crop the tender fhoot, 

A fhrieking mandrake kill’d it at the root. 

Witnefs to this, ye Fawns of ev’ry wood! 80 

Who at the prodigy aftonifh’d flood ; • 

Well I remember what fad fignsye made, 

What fhow’rs of unavailing tears ye fhed ; 

How each ran fearful to his mofly cave, 

When the laft gafp the dear Apiyntas gave : ~ 85 

For then the air was fill’d with dreadful cries, 

And fudden night o’erfpread the darken’d fleies ; 
Phantoms, and fiends, and wand’fing fires, appear’d, 
And ferearhs of ill-prefagirtg birds were heard ; 

The fared fhdok, a'nd flinty rocks were cleft, 90 
And frighted dreams their wonted channels left, 
With frautic grief o’erflowing fruitful ground, 
Where rtiafty a herd andliarmlefs Twain was drown’d, 

G iij 
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While I, forlorn and defolate, was left. 

Of ev’ry help, of ev’ry hope, bereft; 95 

To ev’ry element expos’d I lay. 

And to my griefs a more defencelefs prey. 

For thee, Amyntas ! all thefe pains were borne, 

For thee thefe hands were wrung, thefe hairs were torn; 
For thee my foul to ligh foal) never leave, ICO 
Thefe eyes to weep, this throbbing heart to heave. ' 
To mourn thy fall I’ll fly the hated light. 

And hide my head in foades of endlefs night ; 

For thou wert light, and life, and health, to me; 
The fun but thanklefs foines that foews not thee. 105 
Wert thou not lovely, graceful, good, and young? 
The joy of fight, the talk of ev’ry tongue ? 

Did ever branch fo fweet a biofiom bear ? 

Or ever early fruit appear fo fair ? 

Did ever youth fo far his years tranfeend ? Jio 
Did ever life fo immaturely end ? 

For thee the tuneful fwains provided lays. 

And ev’ry Mufe prepar’d thy future praifc : •• 

For thee the bufy Nymphs dripp’d ev’ry grove, 

And myrtle wreaths and flow’ry chaplets w r ove : 115 
.But now,, ah, difmal change! the tuneful throng 
To loud lamcntings turn the cheerful fong: 

Their pleafing.talk the weeping virgins leave. 

And with unfinifo’d garlands drew thy grave. 

There- let me fall, there, there, lamenting lie ; 120 

There grieving glow to eaith, dclpair, and die ! 
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, This faid, her loud complaint of force (he ceas’d, 
Excefs of grief her falt’ring fpccch fupprefs’d : < 

Along the ground her colder limbs the laid, ’ 

Where late the grave was for Amyntas made, llj 
Then frdpa her fwimming eyes began to pour 
Offoftly falling rain a (ilver (how’r; . ' 

Her loofely-flowing hair, all radiant bright, 
O’erfprcad the dewy grafs like (beams of light. 

As if the; fun had of his beams been (horn, 130 
And cad tP earth the glories he had worn : 

A fight fo lovely fad, fuch deep didrtfs , . . 

No tongue can tell, no pencil can exprefs. 

And now the winds, which had fo long been (Till, 
Began the fwellirrg air with frghs to fill ; * 1 35 

The water-nymphs, who motionlefs remain’d. 

Like imagts'of ice, while (he complain’d, 

Now loos’d their dreams, as when defending rains 
Roll the deep torrents headlong o’er the plains : 
The prone Creation, who fo long had gaz’d, 14® 
Charm’d with her cries, and at her griefs amaz’d. 
Began to roar and howl with horrid yell, 

Difmal to hear, and terrible to tell 1 

Nothing but groans and fighs were heard around. 

And Echo multiply’d each mournful found. 14,5 

When all at once an univerfal paufe 
Of grief was made, as from fome fecret caufe. 

The balmy air with fragrant feents was fill’d. 

As if each weeping tree had gums didill’d ; 
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Such, if not fweeter, was the rich perfume 15© 
Which fwift afeended from Amyntas’ tomb, • 

As if th’Arabian bird her neft had fir’d, 

And on the fpicy pile were new expir’d. 

And now the turf, which late was naked feen, 
Was fudden fpread with lively fpringing green, 155 
And Amaryllis faw, with wond’ring eyes, 

A flow’ry bed, where Ihc had wept, arife : * 1 

Thick as the pearly drops the fair had (hed 
The blowing buds advanc’d their purple head ; 

From cv’ry tear that fell a violet grew, * 160 

And thence their fweetoefs came, and thence their 
mournful hue. •* - * * 

Remember this, ye Nymphs and gentle Maids! 
When folitude ye feek in gloomy lhadcs, 

Or walk on banks where filent waters flow. 

For there this lonely flow’r will love to grow: J 65 
Think on Amyntas oft’ as ye (hall (loop * 

To crop the (talks and- take ’em foftly up: 

When in your fnowy necks their fweets you wear, 
Give a foft figh, and drop a tender tear ! 

To lov’d Amyntas pay the tribute due, • '•* *• "170 
And blefs his peaceful grave where firft they grew. 

» * t » 1 » • * 

'i . » i I « ‘ • t*<i» OM f 

1 • * * * r 

* / * * » ♦ » 4 * •* » • ♦ I , f 

. » l »• , N , I ^ ^ 

ki • » - • «. •• 
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.d rro CYNTHIA,. 



• • 1 f* - * I ♦ t \ 

'WEEPING AND NOT SPEAKING. 

e • « .1 - *«•*».*• * i • 

W hy arp thofe hours which Heav’n jn pity lent r 
To longing loyC in, fruit lefs for row fpcnt \\ , 

Why fighs my fair ? why docs that .^ofprp move ' 
With afcy padion dirr’d but riling loye ? ,• 

Can Difcontent find place within that bread, ( j 
On.whofe foft pillows ev’n Dcfpair might red ? 
Divide tby,woes, and give me my fad part, 

1 am no danger to an akeing.hpart $. 1 ••• . .. ; >r *» 
Too well I know the force of inward grief, £ / 

And wel{ pan bear it to give you relief : ? < ; 10 

All love’s fpvered pangs I can endure; - t . 

1 Pan bsar pain, tho’ hopelefs of a cure f . 1 

f know what ’pis to weep, and figh, Bad pray, 

To wake all night, yet dread the breaking day : ' , 

1 know what' tis to wifh, and hope, and all in vain; 
And meet, for humble love; unkind difdain : , 16 

Anger and hate I have been, forc’d to bear, 

Nay ? jealoufy— — and I have felt dcfpair. 

Thefe pains for you 1 have been forc’d to prove, > ? 
For cruel you, when I began to love ;.: ,10 

Till warm compadion took at length my part. 

And mq 4 cd to my \vi(h your yielding heart. 
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O the dear hour in which you did refign ! - 
When round my neck your willing arms did twine. 
And in a kifs you laid your heart was mine, aj 
Thro’ each returning year may thit hour be 
Diftinguilh’d in the rounds of all eternity; 

Gay .be the fun that hour in all his light, 

Let him coLldft the day to be more bright, ’* * C 
Shine all that hour, and let the’red be bight,* 

And lhall I all thishcav’n of blifs recertc^ 1 ^' 1 \ 
From you, yet not lament to fee you grieve ?- " <' 
Shall I, who noutifh ? d in my bread defire^ 

When yourcold /com and frowns fof bid the fire, • 
Now when a mutual flame you have reveal’d, 35 
And the dear union of our fouls is feal’d*’ 1 '■" l '■ >■ 
When all my joys complete in you I- find, • 

Shall I not lhare theTorrows of your mind ? 

O tell me, tell me all— whence does iarife * -* • 

This flood of tears? whence are thefe 1 frequent fighs? 
Why does that’lovely head, like a fair flow’r *• 41 
Opprefs’d With drops ofa hard-falling Ihow’r, " 
Bend With its weight of grief, and feem to grow 
Downward to earth, and kifs the root of woe ? ' 
Lean on my bread, and let me fold thee fad, 1 45 

Lock’d in thefe arms think all thy forrows pad; 

Or, what remain think lighter made by me ; i • l -’ : 

So 1 (hould think, were Ho held by thee. ’ ' - ! ’ 
Murmer thy plaints, and gently wound my ears; ■ 
Sigh on my lip, and let me drink thy tears* * ' 50 




« 
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Join to my check thy cold and dewy face, " 

And let pale Grief to glowing Love give place. 

0 fpeak — for woe in filence moft appears; 

Speak, ere, thy -fancy magnify* my fears.' r 

Is thfeiftraicbufe which words c&fc not exprefs ? 5$ 

Can I nor bear/a part nor makoiitlefsL . 

1 knoW' not* what to think— ^Arailim fault ? 

I haveaiotpto my knowledge* trr’din thought, 

Nor watader’d from my love, nor would I be • 

Lord p£tho<w©rld to livcdejiriv’&of thee. 60 
You wecp'afVelh, and at/that word you dart! 

, Am I to be depriv’d then we- part l 

Curfe on thdt.word; fo ready to be /poke. 

For thro! ray laps unmeant by me it brbke. 

Oh! no; we mud not** will not, icdnnbt,. part, 6j 

And myftorigbe talki unprompted by my heart. C 
Yet fpeak; for my didra&ion growtapace, I . 1/ . 
And racking ffears and reftlefsdoubts increafe; ./ 
And fears and doubts to jealoufy will turn, 

The hotted hell in which a heart. can bui 7 © 

• r ■?:, , 1 !, 

‘ ^ 

( ? •• ' !*»»/»;> »♦» < 

' ' ' F » A I * 1 * * • i • 

I * ’ ' ' Vi * t • » „ 
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•••TO SLEEP. >•' 



' jf [' f f ’ r i ‘ 



'7 fot. 



o sleep ! thoaflattererof happy miijdifm , :• 
Jriow Toon a troubled breaft thy* fa lfehood -finds! 
Thou common, friend*' officious in thy aid,. r-. I 
Where no'diftrefs’is fhownj nor want betray’d : 

But, oh ! ho\i’fwift, how.fure, thou art to’fiiun 5 
The wretch b!y. Fortune w by Love undone ! ' • 

Where are thy "gentle dews, thy fofter pow’rs. 
Which us’d to .wait. upon my midnight- hours .<* 
Why doft thou, oeafe thy hov’ring wings to : fpread 
With ftiendly (hade around my reftlefs bed ? ■> 10 

Can no complainings thy companion move ? 

Ir thy antipathy Tooftron^to love ? >1 " ^ ' 

O no ! thou art the profpVous lover’s friend,"' 1 
And doft uncalled his pleafing toils attend: •-.* 

With equal kindnefs and with rival charms, 1 5 
Thy flumbcrs^lull him ih his fair one’s arms; 

Or from her bofom he to thine retires,: 

Where Tooth’d with eafe the panting youth refpires, 
Till foft repofe reftore his drooping fenfe. 

And rapture is reliev’d by indolence. 20 

But, oh ! what fortune docs the lover bear. 

Forlorn by thee and haunted by Defpair ! 

From racking thoughts by no kind (lumber freed, 
But painful nights his joylefs days fucceed. 



4 
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But why , dull God ! do I of thee complain ? . 35 

Thou didft not caufe, nor canft thou eafc, my pain. 
Forgive what my diftratting grief has faid, •>. 

I own nnjuftly I thy (loth upbraid ; 

For oft’ I have thy proffer’d aid repell’d. 

And my reluftant eyes from reft withheld, 30 
Implor’d the Mufc to' break thy gentle chains, 

And fung with Philorricl my nightly drains : • . . *. 
With her I fing, but ceafe'not with her fong, . ,1 t 

For more enduring woes my lays prolong. !/. , . - 

The morning lark to mine accords liis note, ' 35 

And tunes to mydiftrdfs'his warbling throat ; 

Bach felting and eaclrrifing fun I mourn, t. . 
Wailing alike his abftdce and return : 

And ^all for thee— ^ What had I well-nigh faid ? 

Let me not name thee, thou too charming Maid l 40 
No— ^as the wing’d muficians of the grove, 

Th’ aflociates of iny melody and love, \ b. 

In moving founds alone relate their pain, : ..... '.< 
And not with voice articulate complain ; 

So fhall my Mufe my tuneful forrows fing, 45 

And lofe in air her name from whom they fpring. *' 
O may no wakeful thoughts her mind moleft, 

Soft be her (lumbers, and fincere her reft : 

For her, O Sleep ! thy balmy fweets prepare ; 

The peace I lofe for her to her transfer. JO 

Hufh’d as the falling dews, whofc noifelefs (how’rs 
Imprcarl the folded leaves of ev’uing flow’rs, 

II 
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Steal on her brow ; and as thofe dews attend, 

Till' warn’d by waking Day to re-afcend,’ 

So wait thou for her morn ; then gently rile, 55 
And to the world reftore the day-break of her eyes. 

r • • * 

» • 1 1 

' ' TO A CANDLE. 

, . . : 

Tuou watchful Taper! by whofe filent light 
I lonely ,pafs the melancholy night;' ’ , 

Thou faithful Witnefs of my fecret pain ! 

To whom alone I venture to complain, 

O learn with me my hopelefs love to moan % 3 

Commiferate a life fo like thy own. 

Like thine, my flames to my deflruftion turn, 
Wading that heart by which fupply’d they burn ; . 

Like thine, my joy and differing they difplay, * 

At once axe figns of life and fymptoms of decay : 10 
And as thy fearful flames the day decline, 

And only during night prefume to fhine, 

Their humble rays not daring to afpire 
Before the fun, the fountain of their fire ; 

So mine, with confcious fhame and equal awe, 15 
To fhades obfeure and folitude withdraw, 

Nor dare their light before her eyes difclofe, 

From whofe bright beams their being firft arofe. 18 
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t*> I- ** i 

i look’d, and I figh’d, and I wifh’d I could fpeak. 
And very fain would have been at her; 

But when I drove mod my fond pafGon to break, . 
Still then I faid leid of the matter. 

II. • . \ 

I fwore to myfelf, and refoiv’d I would try " « 
Some way my poor heart to recover; 

But that was all vain, for Ifooner could die 
Than live with forbearing to love her. 

in. 

Dear Celia! be kind then ; and fince your own eyes 
By looks can command adoration, 10 

Give mine leave to talk too, and do not defpife ; 
Thofe oglings that tell you my padion. ** - 

: ! IV. \ ; 

We’ll look, and we’ll love,and tho’neithcrfhould fpeak. 
The pleafure we’ll dill be pur fuing; 

And fo, without words, I don’t doubt we may make 
A very good end of this wooing. . / 16 

. - Hij \ „ 
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. SONG Ifc 

False tho’ fhe be to me andjoyf. 

I’ll ne’er purfue revenge ; 

For ftill the charmer I approve, 

Tho’ I deplore her change. ; J '< *' . 4 

In Jiburs of blifs we oft’ have met, . 11 . 

They could not always laft ; * . . 

And tho’ the prefent I regret, 

I’m grateful for the paft. . . i L : ;. ... % 

, ’ * ‘ * » • - | 

' SONG III. ' . ' 

\ 

Tell me no more I am deceiv’d, 

That Cloe’s falfe and common;. ..,., 

I always knew (at leaft believ’d) ' 

She was a very woman : < ...» - .. 

As fuch I lik’d, as fuch carefs’d; £ 

She (till was cohftant when poflefs’di ' r • 

She could do more for no; man. ’ 

..h. .. v' .: ‘ 1 • If. ■ * : 

But, oh! her thoughts on others ran, > -■ 

And that you think a hard thing; 

Perhaps Hie fancy ‘d you the man, 10 

And what care I one farthing ? 
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You think file’s falfe, I’m fure (he’s kind; 

I take her body, you her mind, 

Who has the better* bargain ? ’ 

\ 

SONG IV. IN DIALOGUE, 

FOR TWO WOMEN. 

p I * 

love, and am belov'd again, 

Btrephon no more (hall figh in vain ; 

I’vetry’d his faith, and found him true, 

And all my coynefs bid adieu. 

a. I love, and am belov’d again, . ~ t 

Yet (Hll my Thyrfis (hall complain ; 

I’m fure he’s mine while l refufe him, 

But when I yield I fear to lofe him. 

I. Men will grow faint with tedious fading, 
a. And both will tire with often lading, io 
When they find the blifs not lading. 

I. Love is complete in kind policing, 
a. Ah no! ah no! that ends the blefling. 

- CHORUS OF BOTH. / 

“ Then let us beware how far we content, 

“ Too focn when we yield too late we repent ; 15 

“ ’Tis ignorance makes men admire;/ , 

“ And granting defire 1 , 

“ We feed not the.ftre, tJ .** 

But make it more quickly expire.” . :i ■. If 

H iij 




^9 

14 



Digitized by Google 




* 




ft >H It < , « i « | i. • 




< - • • •; » «v* 

SONG V, ’ ' 

i 




' ' ' ■ ~ ' h . 1 

Cruel Amynta ! can you Tec 

A heart thus torn which you betray’d? ' 


1 

» 


Love of himfelf ne’er vanquifh’d me. 
But thro’ your eyes the conqucft made. 




; H # . .r 


X 


In ambnfli there the traitor lay,' 


* * < 


Where I was led by fahhtefs frailes i • r 
Ko wretches are fo loft as they 




Whom much fccurity beguiles. 


i 

t , 


\ * i • » i ' • 

SONG VI 

* * ; - ’ r ** 




•> 

\ . I. 

See, fee flic wakes, Sabina wakes! i - 


a 


And now the fun begins to rile; 




Lefs glorious is the Morn that breaks 
From his bright beams than her fair eyes. 


4 


II. 


* 


With light united day they give, 

But different fates ere night fulfil : 

How many by his warmth will live ! ‘ “ 

How many will her coldnefs kill ! 


8 
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SONG VII. 

. ' ' ■ ■ r 

L 

Pious Selinda goes to pray’rs 
If I but afk the favour, 

And yet the tender fool’s in tears 

»* . J , 

When Ihe believes I’ll leave* her. , 4 

i II. ‘ 

Would I were free from this reftraint. 

Or elfe had hopes to, win her ; 

Would Die could make of nrte a faipt, 

Or I of her a (inner* ■ • • $ 
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PROLOGUE 

» 

to . .. 1 

c « 

QUEEN MARY, . 

Upon her Majejiy's coming to fee the Old Bach tier, after 
v having feen the Double Dealer.' 

By this repeated aft of grace we fee •• - ’ 

Wit is again the care of Majefty, • 

And while thus honour’d our proud flage appears, 
£We feem to rival ancient theatres. 

Thus fiourifh’d wit in our forefathers’ age, 5 

And thus the Roman and Athenian ftage. 

Whofc wit is beft we’ll not prefnme to tell. 

But this we know, our audience will excel; 

For never was in Rome nor Athens feen 
So fair a circle and fo bright a Queen. 10 

Long has the Mufcs’ land been overcaft, 

And many rough and ftormy winters pad, 

Hid from the world, and thrown in fhadeS of night. 
Of heat depriv’d, and almoft void of light, 

While wit, a hardy plant, of nature bold; 15 

Has flruggled ftrongly with the killing cold : 

So does it ftill thro’ oppofition grow, 

As if its root was warmer kept by fnow; 
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Jhit, when. Ihot. forth then draws thc dariger near,;"^ 
On ev-’ry hde the gath’ring winds appear, > 

And bl4fe that fruit which frofts would Q 

Tpaue .sic = i ii.\ .. . ; I La r. -rr* n-JJ 
But now new vigour; and new life it knows, 1 r| ■' ‘ 
‘And warmth,: that from this royal prefence flows. 

0 would (he ftrine with rays more frequent here ! 
How gay would then this drooping land appear ! »$ 
Then like the fun with pleafyre Ihe might view < 
The fmiling earth cloth’d by her beams aqewt »-•» - 
O’er all the meads (hould various flow’rs be feen> ^ 
Mix’d with the laurel’s never-fading green, • V 
The new creation of a gracious Queen* 30 j 



*o ' n ' 1 



1 1 iti kJ ■ 



prologue: : 



rt.' • ‘ 



PYRRHUS KING OF EPIRUS. 

“ V «•** . M *- ' 

Our age has much improv’d the warrior’s art,' 
For fighting now is thought the weakeft part, 
And a good head more ufeful than a heart. 

This way of war does our. example yield j j 
That ftage will win which longed keeps the field. 
We mean not battle when we bid defiance. 

But ftarving one another to compliance. 

Our troops encamp’d are by each other view’d, 
And thpfc which firft are hungry arc fubdu’ch 
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.And .there, , in truth, depends the.great dfccifion; ID 
They conquer who cut off the foe’s proviiion. 

Let; fools knocks and bruifes keepa potlier, . . 

Our war and trade is to out-wit each: other. 

* . 

But hold,;; .will 'not the politicians telluso.: .. 

That both our conduit and our forefight fail us, If 
To raife recruits, and draw new forces down, 
Thus.in the:dea!d vacation of the Town ? / 

To njuftec up our rhymes without our reafon. 

And forage for an audience out'of feafon 
Our Author’s fears muff this falfe Iftep.exCufe, - ao 
*Tis the .firft flight of a juft-featherVl.Mufc:, .V 
Th’ occafion ta’en when critics areaway,, . 
Half wits and beaus, thofe rav’nous birds of prey ; 
But, Heav’n be, .-prais’d, far hence they vent their 
wrath, ‘ J 

Mauling in mild lampoon th’ intriguing Bath. a 5 

Thus does our Author his firft flight commence; 
Thus againft friends at firft with foils we fence; 
Thus prudeUt Gimcrack try’d if he were bblc 
(Ere fye’d wet.fpot) to fwim upon' a table. 

Then fpare thu.yputh ; or if you’ll damp the play, 
Let him but foil have his, then take your day. 3X 




Digitized by Google 




PROLOGUES. 



9 5 



. i -•: 



PROLOGUE 






• T 



* T9 THE 

HUSBAND HIS OWN CUCKOLD. * f! ^ 

i m .*/ t: •„£ ■. i - •.* . i * " ’ 'f!*i * 

A COMEDY WRITTEN BY MR. J, D R YD EN, JUNIOR. 

. ’ •. :■! : «■* . / 

T his year lias been remarkable two* ways, t • 

For blooming poets and for blafted plays.jV ■ ^ - 
We’ve been by much appearing plenty mock’d, •* 
At once both tantaliz’d and overftock’d. . 

Our authors, too, by their fuccefs of late, 5 

Begin to think third days are out of date. 

What can the^caufe be that our plays wont keep, 
Unlefs they have a rot fome years, like (beep? ; 

For our parts, we confefs we’re quite alham’d 
To read fuch weekly bills of poets damn’d. 10 
Each parifb knows ’tis but a mournful cafe 
When cbrifl’nings fall and funerals increafe. 

Thus ’tis, and thus ’twill be when we are dead, 
There will be writers which will ne’er be read. 

Why will you be fuch wits, and write fuch things ? 
You’re willing to be wafps, but want the flings. 1 6 
Let not your fpleeu provoke you to that height ; 
’Od’slife! you don’t know what you do, Sirs, when 
you write. 



/ 
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You’ll find that Pcgafus has tricks when try’d, 
Tho’ you make nothing on’t but up and ride; 40 
Ladies and all, i’faith, now get d'ftride. 

Contriving charafters, and fcenes, and plots. 

Is grown as common now as knitting knots; 

With the fatn^.eafc and neg}jgenct r of. thought 
The charming play is writ and fringe is wrought. 4j 
Th'o’tKis'bVfHghtfril, yet weYtf mbWfe afraid 




When ladies leave, that beaus will take the trade. 
Thus far ’tis well enough, if. bere/t-fconM flop, 

But ftiould.they vta-ite Wc miifte’en fhuttip Ihbp. 
How.fliall we make this mode of writing fink? 30 
A mode, fiiidT? ’tisa difeafe, l think, rlJ< H • 

A ftubbora tetter that’s not cur’d with ink ; 
for ftill it fpreads tiil each th’infeftioh takes, 
Anfbfeizes ten for one that it for fakes. 

Our play to-day is fprung from none of thefe, 35 
Nor Ihduld you damn it tho’ itdoes not pleafe, 
Since bord without the bounds of your four feas : 
For if you grant no favour as ’tis new; f »• 

Yet as a ftrangef there is fomethlng due. 
Frora’Rome (to try its fate) this play was fent ; 40 
Start not at Rome, for there’s no Popery meant ; 
Tho’ there the poet may his dwelling chufe. 

Yet ftill he knows his country claims his Mufe. 
Hither an off’ring his firft-born he fends, 

Whofc good or ill fuccefs on you depends : 45 
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Yet he has hope fome kindnefs may he ftiown, 

As due to greater merit than his own, 

And begs the fire may for the ion atone. 

There’s his laft refuge; if thei play don’t take, 

Yet fparc young Drydcn for his father’s fake. 

• i . i, .'h! " 

PROLOGUE 

. *1 , > It 

TO THE COURT,* 

• ' «vi * , * , 

• ON THE qUEEN*« BlRTH-DAY, I7O4. 

* . • •». • *rffj * • 

Tub happy Mufe, to this -high fcene preferr’d, 
Hereafter (hail in loftier ftfains be heard. 

And, foaring to tranfeend her ufual theme, 

Shall fing of virtue andihjQtoic fame: 

No longer (hall (he toil upon thd ftage, £ 

And fruitlefs war with vice £nd folly wage; 

No more in mean difguife (he (hall appear, 

And (hapes (he would reform be forc’d to wear. 
While Ignorance and Malice join to blame, 4 / ' 

And break the mirror that reflects their (hame. 10 

i 

Henceforth (he (hail purfue a noblcY talk, 

Shew her bright virgin-face, and fcorn the Satyr’s 
Happy her future days ! which are defign’d [ma(k. 
Alone to paint the beauties of the mind; 

By Juft originals to draw with care, 1 5 

And copy from the Court a faultlcfs fair ; 

L 
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Such labours with fuccefs her hopes may crown, 

And fliamc to manners an incorrigible Town. 

( While this defign her eager thought purfuesy 
Such various virtues all around flie views, 20 
She knows not where to fix or which to chufc ; 

Yet flill ambitious of the daring flight. 

One only awes her with fuperior light: 

From that attempt the confcious Mufe retires, 

Nor to inimitable worth alpires, 23 

But fecrctly applauds, and filently admires. 

Hence flie reflects upon the genial ray * * 

That firft enliven'd this aufpicious day ; 

On that bright ftar to whofe 1 indulgent pow’r 
We owe the bleflings of the prefent hour; 30 

Concurring omens of propitious fate 
Bore, with one facred birth, an equal date; 

Whence we derive whatever; we poflefs 
By foreign conqneft or domeftic peace. 

Then, Britain ! then thy dawn of blifs begun f 3 5 
Then btoke the morn that lighted up this fun ; 

Then was it doom’d whofe councils fhould fuccecd, 
Arid by whofe arm the Chrifltan world be freed; 
Then the fierce foe was pre-ordain’d to yield. 

And then the battlewon at Blenheim’s glorious field. 40 
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. ' EPILOGUE 

At the opening of the 

Queen' sTheat re in thcHay-market -with an Italian pajlorah 

>. • I • 

1 . SPOKEN BY MRS. BRACEGIRDLE. 

f ^ '* 

Whatever future fate our houfc may find, 
prefent we expe£tyou fhould be kind : 
Inconftancy itfelf can claim no right 
Before enjoyment and the wedding-night. 

You mud be fix’d a little ere you range; 5 

You mud be true till you have time to change. 

A week at leaft; one night isfure too foon, 

But we pretend not to a honey-moon. 

To novelty we know you can be true, 

But what, alas ! or who, is always new ? 10 

This day, without preemption, we pretend 
With novelty entire you’re entertain’d ; 

For not alone our jioufe and feenes arc new, 

Our fong and dance, but ev’n our aftors too. 

Our play itfelf has fomething in’t uncommon, l$ 
Two faithful lovers, and one conftant woman. 

In fweet Italian (trains our (hepherds fing 
Of harndefs loves, our painted forefts ring 
In notes perhaps lefs foreign than the thing. 

1*J 
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To found and fhow at firft wc make pretenw,~»©'> 
In time we may regale yfeii with fome fenfe, C 
But that, at prefcnt,were too great expenfb. 

We only fear the beaus may think it hard 
To be to-night from Imutty jefts debarr’d; 

But in good breeding, fare, they’ll once excufe l $ 
Ev’n modefty, when in a ftrangerMufe. 

The day’s at hand when we fhall fhift the feene. 
And to yourfelves fhew your dear felves again ; 

Paint the reverfe of what you’vc feen to-day, > 

And in bold ftrokes.'the vicious Town difplay. , 5© 

ft* *. ! • > •» »|f -pi 

■ EPILOGUE' 

; i ?: v • ') • "* • !.*..« t, 

T O 

. 1 ' ! ‘ ' ‘ 1 " ‘ • 

, OROONOKO. 

nn- ■' 

SPOX.EN BY MRS. VERBRUGGEN. 

( 1 > t 1 . 

You fee we try all fhaptt/ind fhifts, and arts, 1 ’ 
To tempt yopr favours and regain your hearts. 

We weep, and laugh, join mirth and grief together, 
Like rain and funfhuie mixt in April weather. 

Your different taftes divide our poet’s cares; 5 

Or»e foot the foefc, t’other the bufltin wears : 

Thus while he drives to pleafe he^s forc’d to do’t, 
Like Voifcius, hip-hop in a fingle boot. •** - '* ' * 
Critics, he knows, for this may damn his books? • •' 
Blit he makes fcafh for friends, and not for cooks. Iff 
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Tho’ errant-knights of late no favour find, 

Sure you will be to ladies-errant kind. 

To follow fame knights-errant make profelfion, 

We damfels fly to fave our reputation ; 

So they their valour (how, we our deferetion 1.5 
To lands of mongers and fierce bcafts they go. 

We to thofe iflands where rich hufbands grow; 

Tho’ they're no monitors we may make them fo. 

If they’re of Englilh growth they’ll bear’t with pa- 
•' " tience ; 

But fave us from a fpoule of Oroonoko’s nations ! ZO 
Then blefs your ftai s, you happy London Wives ! 
Who love at large each day, yet keep your lives, 

Nor envy poor Imoinda’s doting blindnefs. 

Who thought her hulband kill’d her out of kindnefs. 
Death with a hufband ne’er had Ihewn fuch charms. 
Had (he once dy’d within a lover’s arms : 26 

Her error was from ignorance proceeding j 
Poor Soul! (he wanted lome of our Town breeding. 
Forgive this Indian’s fondnefs of her fpoufe ; 

Their law no Chriflian liberty allows : 30 

Alas ! they make .a confidence of their vows 1 
If virtue in a Heathen be a fault, 

Then damn the Heathen fichool where (he was taught* 
She might have learh’d to cuckold, jilt, and (ham, . 
Had Covcnt-Garden been in Surinam. - 35 

Inj 





Digitized by Google 





. - ^ ' , i > , * U V « • l • • ' - • • 1 

Descend, celedial Mufe! thy ion infpire 
Of thee to ling; irifufe the holy fere. 

Belov’d of gods and men ! thyfelf difclofe ; 

Say from what fource thy heav’nly pow’r arofe. 
Which from unnnmher’iLyears dcliv’ring down § 
The deeds of heroes dcathlefs in renown,- 
Extehds their life and. fame to ages yet unknown. 

Time and the Mufe.fet forth with equal pace; 

At once the rivals darted to the race; 

And both at once the dedin’d courfe Ihall end, 10 
Or both to all eternity contend ; 

One to preferve what t’other cannot fave, 

And refcue virtue riling from the grave. 

To thee, O Montague! thefe drains arc fnng, 

Tor thee my voice is tun’d and fpcaking lyre is drungj 
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Tor ev’ry grace of ev*ry Mufe is thine, 

In thee their various fires united fhine, 

Darling of Phoebus and the tuueful Nine! 

To thee alone I dare my foDg commend, 

Whofe nature can forgive and pow’r defend, 

And (hew by turns the patron and the friend. 

. Begin, my Mufe ! from Jove derive thy fong, 

Thy fong of right does firft to Jove belong ; 

For thou thyfelf art of celeftial feed, 

Nor dare a fire inferior boaft the breed. 35 

When firft the frame of this vaft ball was made, 
And Jove with joy the finilh’d work furvey’d, 
ViciiTitude of things, of men and ftates 
Their rife and fall, were deftin’d by the Fates; 

Then Time had firft a name, by firm decree 30 
Appointed lord of all futurity, 

Within whofe ample bofom Fates repofe 
Caufes of things, and fccrct feeds inclofe, 

Which rip’ning there lhall one day gain a birth, 

And force a paftage thro’ the teeming earth. 35 
To him they give to rule the fpacious light, 

'And bound the yet unparted day and night, 

To wing the hours that whirl the rolling fphere, 

To fhift the fcafons, and conduct the year. 

Duration of dominion and of pow’r 4 1> 

To him preferibe, and fix each fatfcd hour. 

•This mighty rule to Time the Fates ordain. 

But yet to hard conditions bind his reign > 
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For ev’ry beauteous birth he brings to light, 

(How good foc’er and grateful in his fight) 45 *. 

He muft again to native earth refiore, _ 

And all his race with iron teeth devour: 

Nor good nor great lhall Tcape his hungry maw, 

But bleeding Nature prove the rigid law. 

Npt yet the loofen’d earth aloft was flung, 50 
Or pois’d amid the Ikies in ballance hung; 

Nor yet did golden fires the fun adorn, - • 

Or borrow’d luftre filver Cynthia’s horn; « 

Nor yet had Time com million to begin, 

Or Fate the raany-twiftcd web to fpin, 5$ 

When all the heav'oly hoft aflcmbled came 
To view the world yet refling on its frame ; - 
.Eager they profs to (ee the Sire difmifs' , •> 

And roll the globe along the vaft abyfs* .. 

When deep-revolving thoughts the God retain, 60 
Which for a fpace fufpend the promis’d 1 'cejae, > 
Once more his eyes on Time incentive look. 

Again infpeft Fate’s univerlal book ; 

Abroad the wondrous volume he difplays, * 

And prefent views the deeds of future days. ; 65 

A'beautcous fcene adorns the forqmoft page, 

Where Nature’s bloom preffcnts the Golden Age: T 
The golden leaf t;o Silver foon refigns,;. . 

And fair the (beet, but yet. more faintly, Ihincs : . 

Of bafer Brafs, the next denotes the times, . fl - 70 
An impious page, deform’d with, deadly crimes: 
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The fourth yet wears a worfc and browner face, 

And adds to gloomy days an Iron Tace* 

He turns the book, and eVry age reviews, 

Then all the kingly line his cye*purfties 5 1 
The firft of men, and Lords of Earth defign'd. 

Who under him (hould govern human-kind* 

Of future heroes there the;ljves he reads, 

In fearch of glory fpent and godlike deeds, 1 
Who empires found, and goodlycities build, 80 
And favage men compel to leave the field. 

£ : All this he faw, and all hefaw approv'd; 

When, lo ! but thence a narrow fpace remov’d, 

And hungry Time has all the fee ne defac'd, 

The kings deftroy’d, and laid the kingdoms wafte; 

/ Together all In common ruins lie* - * 80 

And bat anon, and ev*n the ruins die. 

Th’ Almighty, inly touch'd, compaffiot found, 

To fee great actions in oblivion drown'd, * ' 

And forward fearch 'd the roil, to find if Fate 90 
Had no referve to fpare the good and great; 

Bright in his view the Trojan heroes (hine, 

And Ilian ftrufhires rais'd by hands divine 5 
But Ilium foon in native duftis laid* 

And all her boafted pile a run* made j ‘ 95 

Nor great JEneas can her fall with Band, 

But flies, to fave his gods; to foreign land. 

The Roman race fucceed the Daidan Bate, 

And firft and fecond CiElar* godlike great. 
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Still on to after-dafys his eyes defcend, ' I06 

And rifing heroes dill the fcarch attend. ' '»• ' «\ 
Proceeding thus he ma'ny empires pad,, ✓ ,u : I 

When fair Britannia fix’d his fight at Iafh 

Above the, waves (he lifts her filver. head, .A .IT 
And loQks. a Venus bom from Ocean’s bed., .. . ioj 
For rolling years her happy, fortunes. fmile, , : . ^ 

And fates propitious blefs the beauteous ifie •„ .* ,! 
To worlds remote (he :wide extends her reign, cl./ 
And wields thp trident. bf the dormy main. 1 .. A 
Thus on- the batfe of empire firm (he (lands, : Alio 
While bright Ejiza rules the willing lands. 

But foon a low’ring fky comes on apace, ' ;» 

And fate revers’d (hews ah ill-omen’d face ; • j 

The void of heav’n a gloomy horror fills, . ; . 

And cloudy veils involve her filming hills; 115 
Of greatncfs jiafs’d np, foOtdeps (he retains, 

Sunk in a ferjes of inglorious reigns. * * , .* 

$he feels the change, and deep regrets the (hame A 
Of honours lod, and her diminifil’d name ; 
Confcious, (hefeeks from day to fhroud her head,iao 
And glad would ftirink beneath her oozy bed. 

Thus far the faertd leaves Britannia's woes 
In fhady draughts and dufky lines difclofe ; ' ' 

Th’ etifuing feene revolves a martial age, 

And ardent colours gild the glowing page. 1 35 
Behold ! of radiant light an orb ari(e, 

Which kindling day reftores the darken’d Ikies; 
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And fee ! on Teas the beamy ball defcends. 

And now its courfe to fair Britannia bends : 

Along ^be foamy main the billows bear I30 

The floting fire, and waft the (hining/phere. 

Hail, happy Omen ! bail, aufpicious Sight ! 

Tbqu glorious guide to yet a greater light ; 

For fee ! a prince, whom dazzling arihs array, 
Purfuing clofely ploughs the wat’ry way, 135 
Tracing the glory thro’ the flaming fea.» 

Britannia ! rife ; awake, O faired Iile ! 

Froin iron deep ; again thy fortunes fmile. 

Once more look up, the mighty man behold, 

Whofc reign renews the former Age of Gold. . 140' 
The Fates at length the hlifsful web have fpun,. . 
And bid it round in endlefs circles run/ ; . ... \ 

Again lhall dirtant lands coofefs.thy /way, , T 

Again the yvatry world thy rule obey ; .. < : .1 

Again thy martial fons lhall third for fame, 145' 
And win in foreign fields a deathlefs name ; 

For William’s genius ev’ry foul infpires, 

And warms the frozen youth with warlike fires. 
Already, fee ! the hodile troops retreat, 

And feem forewarn’d of their impending fate ; 130 
Already routed foes his fury feel, .1. 

And fly the foi;ce of his unerring deeU 

The haughty Gaul, who well till now might boad 

A matchlefs fword and unrefifled hod, 
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At his forefeen 'approach the field forfakeS| I5J 
His cities tremble and his empire fiiakes : * - 
His tow’iing enfigns long hod aw’d the plain. 

And fleets audacioufly ufurp’d the main ; 

A gath’ring dorm he feera’d, which from afar 
Teem’d with a deluge of deftruftive war, l6o 

Ull William’s ftrongcr genius foar’d above. 

And down the (kies the daring temped drove. 

SO from the radiant fun retires the night, 

And wedernl clouds (hot 'thro* with orient light ; ; 
So when th’ afluming god, whom dorms obey, -165 
To all the warring winds at once gave way, 

The frantic brethren ravag’d all around, 

And rocks, and woods, aind fliores, their rage refound ; 
Incumbent o^er the main, at length they fweep 
The liquid, plains, iand-raife the peaceful deep ; 1 70 
But when fuperior Neptune leaves his bed. 

His trident (hakes, and (hews his awful head, . * 
The madding winds arehuQi’d, the tempeds ceafe, 
And ev’ry rolling furge refides in peace. 

And now the facred leaf a landfcape wears, 1 75 
Where heav’n ferene; and air unmov’d, appears * 
The rofe and lily paiut the verdant plains, 

And palm and olive (hade the fylvan (cenes ; 

The peaceful Thames beneath his banks abides, 
And foft and dill the filver furface glides ; 180 

The zephyrs fan the fields, the whifp’ring breeze 
With fragrant breath remurmurs thro’ the trees ; 
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The warbliqg birds, applauding new-born light. 

In wanton rteafures wing their airy flight : 

Above the floods the finny race repair, 185 

And bound aloft, and balk in upper air ; 

They gild their fcaly backs in Phcebus*~beams, 

And fcorn to fkim the level of the dreams : 

Whole Nature wears a gay and joyous face. 

And blooms and ripens with the fruits of peace. 190 
No more the lab’ring hind regrets his toil. 

But cheerfully manures the grateful foil; 

Secure, the glebe a plenteous crop will yield. 

And golden Ceres grace the waving field. 

Th’ advent’rous man, who dur ft the deep explore, 19$ 
Oppofe the winds, and tempt the Ihclvy (bore, 

Beneath his roof now taftes unbroken reft, 

Enough with native wealth and plenty bleft. 

No more the forward youth purfues alarms. 

Nor leaves the iacred arts for ftubborn arms ; aoo 
No more the mothers from their hopes are torn, 

Nor weeping maids the promis'd lover mourn ; 

No more the widows’ ftmeks and orphans* cries 
Torment the patient air and pierce the Ikies; 

But peaceful joys the profp’rous times afford* A05 
And banilh’d Virtue is again reftor’d. 

And he whofe arms alone fuftain’d the toil. 

And propp’d the nodding frame of Britain’s ifle. 

By whole illuftrious deeds her leaders fir’d, 

Have honours loft retriev’d, and new acquir’d, aio 

K 
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With equal fway will Virtue’s laws maintain. 

And, good as great, in awful peace (hall rfcign* 

For his example dill the rtfle (hall give. 

And thofe it taught to conquer teach to live. 

Proceeding on, thfe Father ftill unfolds 415 
Succeeding leaves, and brighter ftill beholds; 

The lateft feen the faireft feems to fhine. 

Yet hidden does to one more fair refign. 

Th’ Eternal paus’d **- ■ 

Nor would Britannia’s fate beyond explore, 440 
Enough he faw befides the coming (lore : 

Enough the hero had already done, 

And round the wide extent of glory run, 

Nor farther now the -finning path pur/ues* 

But like the fdn the fame bright race renews. 445 
And (ball remorfelefs Fates on him have pow’r i 
Or Time unequally fuch Worth devour ? 

•Then wherefore (hall the brave for fame eonteft? 
Why is this man diftinguifh’d from the reft, 

Whofe foaring genius now fublime afpires, 430 
And deathlefs fame, the due reward, requires ? 
Approving Heav’n th’ exalted virtue views. 

Nor can the claim which it approves refuftf. 

The great Creator foon the grant refolves. 

And in his mighty mind the means revolves. 4 35 
He thought, nor doubted Once again to chufe, 

But fpake the word, and made th’ immortal Mufffi 
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Ne’er did his pQw\ produce fo bright a child. 

On whofc creation infant Nature fmil’d : 

Perfect at firft, a finifh’d form (he wears, 240 

And youth perpetual in her face appears. 

Th’ aflemfiled gods, who long capering (laid, 

With pew delight gaze op the lovely maid, C 
And think the wi/h’d-fpr world was \vdl delay’d. J 
l^of did the; Sire hi.mftlf hlf }9Y dhguife, •„ . .345' 

But (tedfaft view’d, and fix’d, and fed his eyes : 

Intent a fpace, at length he fiiepce broke, 

And thus the God the heav’nly fair befpoke. 

“ To thee, immortal Maid ! from this blcfs’d hour, 
“ O’er time and fame I give unbounded pow’r} ajd 
“ Thou from oblivion (halt the hero fave |/ 

“ Shalt raife, revive, immortalize, the bra.y#» - 

“ To thee the Dardan prince (hall ow* Ml fames . 

*< To thee the Cxlars their eternal name. 

** Eliza, fung by thee, with Fate (hall drive, v: 4Jjf 1 
“ And long as time in facrad verfe furvivc. * ... 
“ And yet, O Mufc ! remains tha iiobleft theme; 

“ The firft of men, matqre for endlefs fame, 

“ Thy* future fongs (hall grape, and aU thy Jays, > 
“ J'henceforth, alone (hall wait qn William’s prti(e s 
“ On his heroic deeds thy verie (hall rife > 
“ Thou (halt difFufe the fires that he fupplic^s- * m > 
“ Thro’ him thy fopgs (hall more fublipie afpirc, i * 
“ And he thro’ them (hall deathlefs fame acquire s * 

K ij • 

w • * v • * 
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“ Nor Time rtor Fate his glory Ihall oppofe, 165 
• c Or blaft the monuments the Mufe beftows.” 

This faid, no more remain’d. Th’ ethereal hoft 
Again impatient crowd the cryftal coafl. 

The Father now within his fpacions hands 269 
Encompafs’d all the mingled mafs of Teas and lands. 
And having heav’d aloft the pond’rous fphere, 

He launch’d the world to flote in ambient air. 

THE RECONCILIATION. 

RECITATIVE. 

Fair Celia love pretended, 

And nam’d the myrtle bow’r. 

Where Damon long attended 
Beyond the promis’d hour. 

At length impatient growing g 

Of anxious expectation, 

His heart with rage o’erflowing, 

He vented thus his paflion. 

ODE. 

** To all the fex deceitful 

4t A long and laft adieu, $0 

* c Since women prove ungrateful 
“ As oft’ as men prove true. 

The pains they caufe are many,' 

“ And long and hard to bear, 

“ The joys they give (if any) xg 

“ Few, ftiort, and unfmccre.” 
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. RECITATIVE. 7 

But Celia now repenting . » 

Her breach of affignation, 

Arriv’d with ^ycs.^opfpnting^ 

And fparkling inclination. 20 

Like Citherea fmiling, 

She blulh’d, and laidhispaffion ; 

The Ihepherd ceas’d reviling, 

And fung this recantation. • • • f\ 

u How engaging, how eq^ripg, 24 

Is a lover’s pain ani^c!. *: 

“ And what joy tht.nyipph’s appearing , / • 

ff After abfcnce o/dcfpair! _ , , . , ti ^ 

“ Women wife increafe defiring, 

“ By contriving kind delays, 30 

“ And advancing of retiring, 

“ All they mean is more to pleafe.” 32 

THE PETITION* 

Gtran^t me, gentle Love!, laid I, 

One dear blefiing ere I die; ; 

Long I’ve borne eacefs of pain, 

Let me now fome blifs obtain. , - j 

Thus to almighty Love I cry ’ 4 * ■* • • & 

When angry, thus the god reply ’d : 

/ • Kiij 
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Bleflings greater none can have. 

Art thou not Amynta’s flave ? - f: ' * 

Ceafe, fond Mortal! to implore, 

For Love, Love himfeif’s no more. id 

■ •' *' \ ♦» • 1 % 

. , ’* » * 

ABSENCE. 

I * * ’ ' * * 

.A h ! what pains, what racking thoughts, he proves* 
Who lives remov’d from her he deareA loves! 

Iff cruel Abfence doom’d pa A joys to mourn. 

And think on hours that will no more return. 

Oh ! let me ne’er the pangs of Abfence try; 

Save me from Abfcnce, Love !‘ or let me die. * 6 

* 

, • ■ s ■ ; . • ‘ 

AMO RET; ' • • 

■** < : * t • 

* * 

i. 

Fair Amoret is gone aAray,. - . 

Pur foe and feek her ev’ry lover ; 

I’ll tell the figns by which you may 
The wand’ring Ihepherdefs difcover. 

II. 

Coquette and coy at once her air, • j 

Both Audy’d, tho’ both feem neglefledj 
Carelefs Aie is, with artful care - 
Affecting to fee m unafftfted. 
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With (kill her eyes dart ev’ry glance, 

Yet change fo.foon you’d ne’er fufpett ’em, 10 
For (he’d perfuade they wound by chance, 

Tho’ certain aim and art direct ’em, 7 

IV. . 

She likes herfclf, yet others hates • 

For that which in herfclf (he prizes ; 1 

And while (he laughs at them, forgets 

She is the thing that (he defpifes. . x6 

LESBIA. 

W^hen Lelbia fir ft 1 faw fo heav’nly fair, 

With eyes fo bright, and with that awful air, 

I thought my heart, which durft fo high afpirc, 

As bold as his who fnatch’d celeftial fire; 4 

But foon as e’er the beauteous idiot fpoke, f 

Forth from her coral lips fuch folly broke, 

Like balm the trickling nonfenfe heal’d my wound, 
And what her eyes enthrall’d her tongue unbound. & 

* • » . > • * • 

DORIS. 

Doris, a nymph of riper age, 

Has every grace and art ; 

A wife obferver to engage* 1 
Or wound a heedlcfs heart. 
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Of native blufh and rofy dye $ 

Time has her cheek bereft, . e 
Which makes the prudent nymph fopply ... • . 
With paint th’ injurious theft. ; .. 

Her fparkling. eyes (he (till retains*... - •• 

And teeth, in good repair, I© 

And her well-furnifli'd front difdains .... 

To grace with borrow’d hair. i . • . 

Of fize flic is nor (hprl nor tail, . . t . • : . 

Apd does to fat incline . 

No more than what the French would call S$ 
Avnable embonpoint. . . 

Farther her perfon to difclofe 
I leave — lpt it fuffice.. 

She has lew faults hut what (he knows, 

And can with (kill difguife. , 40 

She many JoyQrs has refus’d, 

With many more comply ’d, 

Which like her clothes when little us’d. 

She always lays afide. 

... She’s one who looks with great contempt 45 
On each affected creature, 

Whofe nicety would feem exempt 
From appetites of nature. 

She thinks they want or health or fenfe 
Who want an inclination, 39 

And therefore never take? offence 
At him who pleads his pafliion. 

3 
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Whom (he refufes (he treats dill 
With fo much fweet behaviour, 

That her refufal, thro’ her (kill, 

Looks almod like a favour. 

„ Since (he this foftnefs can exprefs 
To thofe whom (he rejects, 

She mud be very fond, you’ll guefs, 

Of fuch whom (he afFe£h. 

But here our Doris far outgoes 
All that her fex have done . 

She no regard for cudom knows, 

Which reafon bids her (hun. 

By reafon her own reafon’s meant, 

Or, if you pleafe, her, will ; 

For when this lad is difcontent, 

The firft is ferv’d but ill. 

Peculiar, therefore, is her way ; 
Whether, by Nature taught 
I (hall not undertake to fay. 

Or by experience bought. 

• But who o’er night obtain’d her grace, 
She can next day difown. 

And dare upon the drange man’s face ' 
As one (he ne’er had known. 

So well (he can the truth difguiie, 

Such artful wonder frame. 

The lover or didruds his eyes, 

Or thinks ’twas all a dream. - * 
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Some cenfure this as lewd and law, n 
Who are to bounty blind ; 

For to forget what wp bellow . , . V„:; . _ , , ! , 

Befpeaks a noble mind. J 

Doris our thanks nor ajks nor needs, Gf 

For all her favours done , . .... . 

From her love flows, as light proceeds; , . . 

Spontaneous from the fun. ,: tij ' . -■ . 

On one or other ftill her fires • i :;c. ' 

Difplay their genial force, 7ft 

And (he, like Sol, alpne retires, ; 

To (bine elfewhere of courfp. i ! . :..jt d . .$9 
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A HYMN TO HARMONY. ‘ 

, * , 1 . : i J . i ‘ . 

IN HONOUR or ; ' • f*-» -i . 

ST. CECILIA’S DAY, M DCC I. 

c . ,i;.v y •• / 

SET TO MUSIC BX MR. JOHN BCCWS* 

I. .)..;•/> ' ’ 

O harmony !. to tbte' we fiog, .. ...I, 

To thee the grateful tribute brhig !j .. r> . 
Of facred verfe and fweet refounding lays* .. :. 

Thy aid invoking while thy pow’r we praife 
All hail to thee 1 L 5 

All-pow’rful Harmony ! ’ i- 

Wife Nature owns thy undifputed fway,- 
Uer wondrous works refigning to thy care j. 
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The planetary orbs thy tule obey, 

And tuneful roll unerring In their way, JO 

Thy voice informing each melodious fphere. 

t - CHORUS. • 

** All hail to thee 
<c All-pOw’rful Harmony !” 

II. 

Thy voice, O Harmony ! with awful found 
Could penetrate th’abyfs profound, 15 

Explore th’ realms of ancient Night, 

And fearch the living fourcR of unborn light. 
Confufion heard thy voice and fled, 

And Chaos deeper plung’d his vanquilh’d head. 

Then didft thou, Harmony ! give birth 20 

To this fair form of heav’n and eatth j 

Then all thofe fhining worlds above 

In myftic dance began to move 

Around the radiant fphere of central fire, 

A. never-ceafing fiever-filent choir 2 $ 

CHORUS. 

* { Confufion heard thy voice and fled, 

“ And Chaos deeper plung’d bis vanquilh’d head.” 

III. ' 

Thou only, Goddefs 1 firft oouldft teH 
The mighty charms in Numbers fdund, 

And didft to heav’nly minds reveal 3® 

The fecret force of tuneful found. 

When firft Cylienius form’d the lyre, 

Thou did ft the god infpire; 
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When firft the vocal (hell he ftrnng, 

To which the Mufes fung, ' . 35 

Then firft the Mufes fung; melodious drains Apollo 
And mufic firft begun by thy aufpicious aid. [play'd* 
Hark, hark ! again Urania fings ; 

Again Apollo ftrikes the trembling ftrings ; 

And fee ! the lift’ning deities around 40 

Attend infatiate, and devour the found. 

CHORUS. 

“ Hark, hark ! again Urania fings ; 

4t Again Apollo ftrikes the trembling ftrings » 

“ And fee! the lift’ning deities around 

•* Attend infatiate, and devour the found.” 45 

IV. 

Defcend, Urania ! heav’nly fair ! 

To the relief of this afflicted world repair ; 

See how, with various woes opprefs’d, 

The wretched race of men is worn ; „ 

Confum’d with cares, with doubts diftrefs’d, 5© 

Or by conflicting pafiions torn. 

Reafon in vain employs her aid, 

The furious Will on Fancy waits. 

While Reafon, ftill by hopes or fears betray’d. 

Too late advances or too foon retreats 55 

Mufic alone with fudden charms can bind 

The wand’ring fenfe, and calm the troubled mind. 

' CHORUS. 

“ Mufic alone with fudden charms can bind 
“ The wand’ring fenfe, and calm the troubled mind.” 
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v. * 

Begin the pow’rful fong, ye faered Nine ! 60 

Your indruments and voices join ; 

Harmony, peace, and fweet defire, 

In ev’ry bread inspire t 

Revive the melancholy drooping heart, 

And foft rCpofc to redlefs thoughts Ur part. 6 $ 

Appeafe the wrathful mind. 

To dire revenge and death inclin’d ; 

AVith balmy (bunds his boiling blood aflwage. 

And melt to mild remorfe his burning rage. 

*Tis done ', and now tumultuous pafGons ceale, 7® 
And all is hufh’d, and all is peace : 

The weary world with welcome eafe is bled, 

By mufic lull’d to pleafing red. 

CHORUS. 

0 I > f 

**’Tis done ; and now tumultuous paflions ceafe, 

** And all is hufh’d , and all is peace : • • * -75 

“ The weary world with welcome cafe is bled, 

“ By mufic lull’d to pleafing red.” 

VI. 

1 • * ' 

Ah ! fweet Repofe, too foon expiring ! 

Ah ! foolifh Man ! new toils requiring 1 
Curs’d ambition, drife purdiing, ' 8© 

Wakes the world to war and ruin. J 
See, fee ! the battle is prepar’d ! 

*« . 1 , ■ » * 

Behold the hero comes ! 

Loud trumpets with (brill fifes are heard, 

And hoarfe-refounding djnms. 

L 
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War, with difcordant notes and jarring noife. 

The harmony of Peace deftroys. 

CHORUS. 

“ War, with difcordant notes -and jarring noife, 

4 ‘ The harmony of Peace deftroys.” 

VII. 

See the forfaken fair, with ftreaming eyes, 90 
Her parting lover mourn ; 

She weeps, (he fighs, defpairs, and dies. 

And watchful waftes the lonely livelong nights 
Bewailing paft delights 

That may no more, no, never more, return. 9 $ 

O ! footh her cares 
With fofteft fweeteft airs. 

Till victory and peace reftore 

Her faithful lover to her tender breaft, 

Within her folding arms to reft, J00 

Thence never to be parted mol'd, 

No, never to be parted more. 

CHORUS. 

tl Let victory and peace reftore 
“ Her faithful lover to her tender breaft, 

“ Within her folding arms to reft, J05 

4 ‘ Thence never to be parted more, 

“ No, never to be parted more.” 

VIII. 

Enough, Urania ! heav’nly fair ! 

Now to thy native Ikies repair, 
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And rule again the Harry fphere ; 

Cecilia comes, with holy rapture fill’d, 

To cafe the world of qare. 

Cecilia! more than all the Mufes (kill’d! 
Phoebus himfelf to her muft yield, 

And at her feet lay down 

His golden harp and laurel crown. 

The foft enervate lyre is drown’d 
In the deep organ’s more majeftic found. 

In peals the fwelling notes afcend the (kies, 
Perpetual breath the fwelling notes fupplics. 
And, lading as her name 
Who form’d the tuneful frame, 

Th’ immortal mufic never dies. 

GRAND CHORUS. 

“ Cecilia ! more than all the Mufes (kill’d ! 

“ Phoebus himfelf to her muft yield, 

And at her feet lay down 
“ His golden harp and laurel crown. 

“ The foft enervate lyre is drown’d 
“ In the deep organ’s more majeftic found. 

** In peals the fwelling notes afcend the (kies, 
“ Perpetual breath the fwelling notes fupplies, 
“ And, lading as her name 
** Who form’d the tuneful frame, 

“ Th* immortal mufic never dies.” 
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’ ; OceaGoned on a 

LADY’S.; 

. i i4 < « v « 

" Having writ , » 

VER3ES IN COMMENDATION OC A POEM 

. . . . » . 

•which -was -written in prajfe of another lady ^ 

Hard is the tafk, and bold th’ advent’rous flight, 
Of him who dares in praife of Beauty write. 

For when to that high theme our thoughts afeend, 
*Tis to detraft too, poorly to commend : 

And he who, praifing Beauty, does no wrong, 5 

May boaft to be fuccefsful in hU long;, I 

But when the fair thcmfelves approve; his lays. 

And one accepts, and one vouchiafes to praife. 

His wide Ambition knows no farther bound. 

Nor can his Mufe with brighter fame be crown'd. 10 



VERSES 

TO THE MEMORY OR 

* — * 

GRACE, LADY GETHIN, 

« , * - * * ‘ ' * 

Occafioned by reading her Book, fntitkd 
RELiqUIJE GRTHINIANJE. 

After a painful life, in fludy fpent. 

The Icarn’d themfelves their ignorance lament; 
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And aged men, whofe lives exceed the fpace 
Which Teems the bound prefcrib’d to mortal race, 
With hoary heads their (hort experience grieve, $ 
As doom’d to die before they’ve team’d to live: 

So hard it is true knowledge to attain. 

So frail is life, and fruitiefs human pain ! 

Whoe’er on this reflects, and then beholds, 

With ftri£t attention, what this Book unfolds, 19 
With admiration (truck, (hall queftion who 
So very long could live To much to know ? 

For To complete the finifli’d piece appears. 

That learning Teems combin’d with length of years, 
And both improv’d by pureft wit, to reach Ij 
At all that (ludy or that time can teach. 

But to what height mu ft his amazement rife 
When having read the Work, he turns his eyes 
Again to view the foremoft op’ning page, 

And there the beauty, Tex, and tender age, 2d 
Of her beholds, in whofe pure mind arofe 
Th’ ethereal Tource from whence this current flows! 
When prodigies appear our reafon fails, 

And fuperftition o’er philofophy prevails. 

Some heav’niy minifter we ftraight conclude, *5 
Some angel-mind with female form indu’d, 

To make a (hort abode on earth, was Tent, 

(Where no perfeiftion can be permanent) 

And having left her bright example here. 

Was quick recall’d, and bid to difappear. 

L uj 
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Whether around th<? throne eternal hymns 
Shp fi figs, amid the choir of feraphiiu?. 

Or fome refulgent ftar informs and guides, 

Where (he, the hlefs’d intelligence, prefides. 

Is not for us to know who here remain, 35 

For ’twere as impious to inquire as vain ; 

And all we ought or can, in this dark ftate. 

Is what we have admir'd to imitate* 38 

( ' • ' 4 ‘ 

EPIGRAM . 

Written after the dcecafe of 

MRS. ARABELLA HUNT, 

' " ’ • .V : . 

under her pifture drawn playing on a lute. 

* « 

w ebb there on earth another voice like thine. 
Another hand fo blefs'd with (kill divine. 

The late affli&ed world fome hopes might hate. 
And harmony retrieve thee from the grave. 4 

EPITAPH 

# 

UPON ROBERT HUNTINGTON OF STANTON HAR- 
COURT, ESQ. AND ROBERT HIS SON. 

This peaceful tomb does now contain 
Father and fon, together laid, 

Whofe living virtues (hall remain 
When they and this are quite decay’d. 
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What man fliould be, to ripenefs grown. 

And finilh’d worth (houid do or (hun, . . 

At ‘full was in the father (hown, 

What youth could promife in the fen, 

' 4 t * 

A • ^ , A J VX S » » » A •. 

But Death, obdurate, both deftroy’d 
The perfect fruit and op’ning bud ; 

Firft feiz’d thofe fweets we had enjoy’d, 

Then robb’d US of the coming good, 12 
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IN IMITATION. OP . 

HORACE, LIB. I. ODE IX. 

4 J • • * , 

Vide s ut alta } &c. 

* • i > 4 * 

I. • -V ♦ 

JBless me! ’tiscold; how chill the air! 

How naked does the world appear! 

But fee (big with the offspring of the North) 

The teeming clouds bring forth ; 

A Ihow’r of foft and fleecy rain 5 

Falls, to new-clothe the earth again. 

Behold the mountain-tops around, 

As if with fur of ermins crown’d; 

And, lo ! how by degrees 

The univerfal mantle hides the trees ' 10 

In hoary flakes which downward fly. 

As if it were the autumn of the Iky ! 

Trembling the groves fuflain the weight, and bow 

Like aged limbs, which feebly go 

Beneath a venerable head of fnow. I $ 

II. 

Diffufive cold does the whole earth invade. 

Like a difeafe thro’ all its veins *tis fpread, 

And each late living dream is numb’d and dead. 
Let’s melt the frozen hours, make warm the air; 

Let cheerful fires Sol’s feeble beams repair : a© 
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Fill the large bowl with fparkling wine;. * 

Let’s drink till our own (aces Ihine, 

Till we like funs appear 

To light and warm thp hcinifphero. 

Wine can difpenfe to all both light and heat, t$ 
They are with wipe incorporate ; , 3 • 

That pow’rfnl juice, with which 00 cold dares mix. 
Which ftill is fluid, and no froft can fix, 

Let that but in abundance flow, • ! . 

And let it ftorm and thunder, hail and fnow; Jd 
*Tis HeaVo’s concern; and let it be ... . 
The care of Jfwr’a ftiU for me, 

Thefe winds, which rend the oaks and plough the Teas, 
Great. Jove can, if he pleafe, <*< 

With one commanding nod appeaifc. <■« 35 

III. 

Seek not to know to-morrow’s doom ; 

That is not ours which is to come, * • 1 .• 

The prefent moment's all our Ilorej . . 

The next lhould Heay’n allow, * , . 

Then this will be no more: 43 

So all our life is hut one inft.ant now..; 

Look on each day you’ve part ' ' • . * . 

To be a mighty treafore WOP, .... 

And lay each moment out in haftc ; 

We’re furc to live too fall, 45 

And cannot live too foon. 
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Youth does a thoufand pleafures bring, 

Which from decrepit age will fly. 

The flow’rs that flourifli in the fpring. 

In Winter’s cold embraces die. 50 

* IV. 

Now Love, that everlafting boy ! invites 
To revel while you may in foft delights: 

Now the kind nymph yields all her charms. 

Nor yields in vain to youthful arms. 

Slowly (he promifes at night to meet, 5$ 

But eagerly prevents the horn with fwifter feet: 

To gloomy groves and obfcure (hades (he flies, 

There vails the bright confeflion of her eyes : 
Unwillingly fhe flays, 

Would more unwillingly depart, 6 o 

And in foft fighs conveys 
The whifpers.of her heart. 

Still (he invites and flill denies, 

And vows (he’ll leave you if you’re rude, 

Then from her ravilher (he flies, 6 $ 

But flies to be purfu’d r 

If from his fight (he does herfelf convey, 

With a feign’d laugh (he will berfelf betray. 

And cunningly indraft him in the way. 69 
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STANZAS 

IN IMITATION OF 

HORACE, LIB. II. ODEXIV. 

Eheu fugaces , Pojihume , PoJlhume t 
Labuntur anni , &c. 

I. 

Ah ! no, ’tis all in vain, believe me ’tis. 

This pious artifice: 

Not all thefe pray'rs and alms can buy 
One moment tow’rd eternity. 

Eternity ! that bound lefs race y 

Which Time himfelf can never run, 

(Swift as he flies with an unwearied pace) 

Which, when ten thoufand thoufand years are done, 
1$ dill the fame, and dill to be begun. 

Fix’d are thofe limits which preferibe I<P 

A fhort extent to the mod lading breath 5 
And tho’ thou couldd for facrifice lay down . - 
pillions of other lives to fave thy own, 

’Twere fruitlefs all; not all would bribe . • 

One fupernumerary gafp from Death. >5 

II. , * ' 

In vain’s thy inexhauded dore 

Of wealth, in vain thy pow’r; -r . 

Thy honours, titles, all mud fail, 

Where piety itfelf can nought avail. 
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The rich, the great, the innocent, and juft, 20 

Muft all be huddled to the grave 

With the moft vile and ignominious Have, 

And undiftinguifh’d lie in duft. 

In vain the fearful dies alarms, 

In vain he is fecure from wounds of arms, 25 

In vain avoids the faithlefs Teas, 

And is confin’d to home and eafe, 

Bounding his knowledge to extend his days : 

In vain are all thofe arts we try, 

All our evafions and regret to die ; 3® 

From the contagion of mortality ~ • * 

No clime is pure, no air is free ; 

And no retreat • • 

Is fo obfeure as to be hid from Fate. 

III. 

Thoti muft, alas! thou muft, my Friend, 35 

(The very hour thou now doft fpend 
In ftudying to avoid brings oil thy end) 

Thou muft forego the deareft joys 6f life, 

Leave the warm bofom of thy tender wife. 

And all the irtuch-lov’d offspring of her womb, 40 
To moulder in the cold embraces of a tomb. 

All muft be left, and all be loft ; 

Thy houfe, whofe ftately ftrufture fo much coft, 

Shall not afiord 

Room for the ftinking carcafs of its lord. 45 

Of all thy pleafant gardens, grots, and bow’rs, 

Thy coftly fruits, thy far-fetch’d plants and flow’rs, 
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Nought (halt thou fare,* - ' ' ' ' /. ' 

Or but a fprig of rofemary (halt have. 

To wither with thee in the grave : 5C 

The reft fhall live and flourifh, to upbraid 
Their tranfitory mafter dead. 

IV. 

Then fhall thy long^expefting heir 
A joyful mourning wear* 

And riot in the wafte of that eftate , 55 

Which thou haft taken fo much pains to get : 

All thy hid (lores he dial! unfold, 

And fet at large thy captive gold. 

That precious wine, condemn’d by thee 

To vaults and prifons, fhall again be free; 6<J 

Bury’d alive tho* now it lies, 

Again fhall rife, 

Again its fparkling furface (how, 

And free as element profufely flow. 

With fuch high food he fhall fet forth his feafts, Of. 
That Cardinals fhall wifh to be his guefts, 

And pamper’d prelates fee , 

Themfelves out-done in luxury. 

* * -* 
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P R I A M’S 

f * 

LAMENTATION AND PETITION 

TO 

ACHILLES 



=r. 



for the body of his son hector. 

Tranjlated from the Greek of Homer , 'ixidS. r 

Beginning at-th’w line, ' • 

"Ilf ap« <puvy,crxs awt/Sn xpoc (txtyov, "Oxu^crov * . 

'EpfA#*;' — r" 

Cfie argument 3fntrotmao$* 

HECTOR’S body* (after he was (lain) remained Rill in the poffWEon of 
Achilles for which Priam made great lamentation. Jnpiter had pity 
on him, and fent Iris to comfort him, and direft him after what man. 
ncr he Ihould go to Achilles’ tent, and how he Ihould there ranfom 
the body of his Ton. Priam accordingly orders his chariot to be got 
ready, and preparing rich prefents for Achilles, fets forward to the 
jCrecian camp, accompanied by no body but his herald Idaeus. Mcr. 

'i Cll ry, at Jupiter’s command, meets him by the way, in the fgnre of 
a young Grecian, and, after bemoaning his misfortunes, undertake* 
to drive his Chariot, unobferved, through the guards, and to the door 
of Achilles’ tent ; which having performed, he diicovercd himfeif 
< a god, and giving him a ihort inftruftion how to move Achilles t® 
companion, flew up to heaven. 

So fpake the god, and heav’nward took his flight. 
When Priam from his,chariot did alight, 

Leaving Idaius there, alone he went. 

With folemn pace into Achilles’ tent. 

Heedlefl. he pafs’d thro’ various rooms of ftatc, 5 
Until approaching where the hero fate; 
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There at a feaft the good old Priam found 
Jfoye’s beft bclov’d, with all his chiefs around : 

Two only were t’ attend his perlbn plac'd, 
Automedon and Alcymus ; the reft 
At greater diftance greater ftate expreft 

Priam, unfeen by thefe, his way purfu’d. 

And firft of all was by Achilles view’d : 

About his knees his trembling arms he caft, 

And agonizing grafp’d, and held ’em faft ; 1$ 

Then caught his hands, and kifs’d and prefs’d ’em clofc, 
Thofe hands, th’ inhuman authors of his woes ; 
Thofc hands, whofe unrelenting force had coft 
Much of his blood (for many Tons he loft.) 

But as a wretch who has a murder done, ao 
And feeking refuge does from jaftice run, 

Ent’ring fome houfein hafte, where he’s unknown. 
Creates amazement in the lookers-on ; 

So did Achilles gaze, furpris’d to fee 

The godlike Priam’s royal mifery. ' • 

All on each other gaz’d, all in furprife * 

And mute, yet feem’d to queftion with their eyes. 
Till he at length the folemn file nee broke, 

And thus the venerable fuppliant fpoke. 

“ Divine Achilles! at your feet behold 30 

** A proftrate king, in wretcHednefs grown old i ‘ 

“ Think on your father, and then look on me, 
kt His hoary age and hclplefs perlbn fee ; 
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“ So furrow’d are his cheeks, lb white his hairs, 

“ Such and fo many his declining years. 33 

‘v Could you imagine (but that cannot be) 

“ Could you imagine fuch his mifery ! 

Yet it may come when; he lhail be oppreft, 

“*And neighb’ring princes lay bis country wafte ; 

“ Ev’n at this time perhaps fomc pow’rful foe, 4& 
« Who will no meroy, no compaflion, Ihow, 
“-Ent’ring his palace, fees hirtt feebly fly, 

“ And feck protection where no help is nigh.. 

“ In vain he may your fatal abfonce mourn, 

“ And wilh in vain for your delay’d return : 45 

« Yet that he hears you live is fome relief ; 

“ Some hopes alleviate his excefs of grief : 

“ It glads his foul to think he once may fee 
“ much-lov’d font would that were granted me! 
“ But I, mod wretched I! of all bereft! 50 

“ Of all my worthy fons how few are left ! • 

“ Yet fifty goodly youths T had to boa ft, 

“ When firft the Greeks invaded liiori’s coafl; 

“ Nineteen, ,the joyful iflpe of one womb. 

Are now, alas ! a mournful tribute to one tomb. SS 
*{ Mercilefs War this devaluation wrought, 

«« And their ftrong nerves to diflolution brought, 

“ Still one was left, in whom was all my hope, 

“ My age’s comfort, and his country’s prop; 

“ Heftor ! my darling, and my laft defence, 6® 
“ Whofe |jfc alone their deaths could recompenfe ; 
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u And to complete my (lore of countlefs woe, 

“ Him you have flain-^— of him bereav’d me too! 

“ For his Take only hither am I come ; 

“ Rich gifts I bring, and wealth an endlefs film, 65 
“ All to redeem that fatal prize you won; f 
“ A worthlefs ranfom for fo brave a fon. 

“ Fear the juft gods, Achilles, and on rhe 
V With pity look ; think you your father fee: 

“ Such as I. am he is, alone in this; • 70 

“ I can no equal have in miferies; 

** Of all mankind moft wretched and forlorn, 

“ Bow’d with fuch weight as never has been borne ; 
“ Reduc’d to kneel and pray to you, from whom 
“ The fpring and fource of all my forrows come ; 75 
“ With gifts to court mine and my country’s bane, 
“ And kifs thofe hands which have my children flain.’* 
He fpake 

, Now fadnefs o’er Achilles’ face appears, 

Priam he views, and for his father fears; 80 
That and compaflion melt him into tears. 

Then gently with his hand he put away 
Old Priam’s face, but he dill proftrate lay, 

And there with tears and fighs afrelh begun 
To mourn the fall of his ill-fated fon. 85 

But paflion difF’tent ways Achilles turns, 

Now he Patroclus, now his father, mourns : 

Thus both with lamentations fill’d the place, 

Till forrow fcemld to wear one common face. 89 
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THE LAMENTATIONS 

■ it ' • • ' 

- ' /. ’• ■ 0 » . • 

HECUBA, ANDROMACHE, AND HEtEN, 

m »*■ * • j t, <«**•’ 

OVER THE OEAO BODY OF HECTOR, 

* ' ’ » * 

Translated from the Greek of Homer , *ix <«<T. u. 

• 1 

Beginning at this line, 

’.HoJf J'e ^poJtocrcts’Xof tm&vciTO xuaccv sx atocv. 

Connexion of this with the former tranjlatioa. 

frRIAM, at laft, move* Achilles to companion , and after haring made 
him prefent* of great value, obtain* the body of hi* fon. Mercury 
awakens Priam e ar ly in the morning, and advifes him to hafte away 
with the body, left Agamemnon fliould be Informed of his being 
In the camp t he hlmfelf helps to harnefs the mulct and horfts, 
and conveys him fafely, and without noife, chariot and all, from 
among the Grecian tents, then flies up to heaven, leaving Priam and 
idaeu* to travel on with the body toward Troy- 

< 

N o w did the faffron Morn her beams difplay. 
Gilding the face of univerfal day, 

When mourning Priam to the town return’d ; 

Slowly his chariot mov’d, as that had mourn’d; 

The mules beneath the mangled body go, 5 

As bearing (now) unufual weight of woe. 

To Pergamus’ high top Caflandra flies, 
llience (he afar the fad proccfiion fpics, 
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Her father ?nd ld*us firft appear, , 

Then He&or’s corpfe extended on a bier, IO 

At which her boundlcfs grief loud cries began, 

And thus lamenting thro’ the ftreets (he ran ; 

“ Hither, ye wretched Trojans! hither ail; , 

“ Behold the godlike Hector’s funeral ! 

“ If e’er yon went with joy to fee him come i$ 
M Adorn’d with conqoeft and with laurels home, 

*< Aflemble now, hi§ ranfem’d body fee, 

“ What once was all your joy now all your mifery !’* 
She fpaK«,and ftrpightthcnuin’rpuji crowd obey’d. 
Nor man nor woman in the city ftay’d; %o 

Common confent of grief had made ’em one; 

With clam’rous moan to Scseas gate they ran, 

There the lov’d body of, their Hcftor meet. 

Which they with loud and fre(h Ippientings greet, * 
His rev’rend mother, and his tender wife, 

Equal in love, in grief had equal flrife; *• 

In forrow they no moderation knew, 

But, wildly wailing, to the cbpript dews. 

There drove the rolling wheels tq hold, while each • 
Attempted firfl: his breathlefs corpie to reach ; 30 

Aloud they beat their breads and tore their hair. 
Rending around with flmeks the fufPring pir. 

Now had the throng of people flopp’d the way, 
Who would have there lamented all the day. 

But Pripm from his chariot rofe, and fpake ; 35 

“ Trojans! enough ; truce with your forrows make; 
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“ Give way to me, and yield the chariot fooiri ; 

M Firft let me bear my Heitor’s body home, 

“ Then mourn your fill/’ At this the crowd gave way» 
Yielding like waves of a divided fea. 40 

Idaeus to the palace drove, then laid, 

With care, the body on a fumptuous bed, 

And round about were fkilful fingers plac’d. 

Who wept, and figh’d, and in fad notes cxprefs’d 
Their moan ; all in a chorus did agree 45 

Of univerfal, mournful harmony : 

When firft Andromache her paftion broke, . 

And thus (clofe prefling his pale cheeks) (he fpoke, 

Andromache’s lamentation. 

“ O my loft Hufband ! let me ever mourn 
•* Thy early fate and too untimely urn ; 5® 

** in the full pride of youth thy glories fade, 

“ And thou in alhes muft with them be laid. 

“ Why is my heart thus miferably torn ? 

“ Why am I thus diftrefs’d? why thus forlorn? 

“ Am l that wretched thing a widow left ? 55 

Why do I live who am of thee bereft ? 

* f Yet I were blefs’d were I alone undone; 

“ Alas! my Child! where can an infant run? 

Unhappy Orphan ! thou in woes art nurs’d ; 

“ Why were you born ? — I am with bleflings curs’d 1 . 
“ For long ere thou (halt be to manhood grown, 6l 
“ Wide Defolation will lay wafte this town, 

% 
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“ Who is there now that can proteftion give, 

M ’S|nce he who was her drength no more doth live £ 
“ Who ojf her rev’rend matrons will have care ? 65 

“ Who fave her children from the rage qf war ? 

“ For he to all father and hulband was, 

' \ 

“ And all are orphans now, arid widows, by his Iofs. 
“ Soqn will the Grecians now infulting come, 

“ And bear us captives to. their diftant home ; 7a 
“ I, with my child, mud the fame fortune fhare, 

** And all alike be pris’ners of the war : 

“ ’Mqngd baft-born wretches he his lot mud have, 

“ And be to lome inhuman lord a Have; 

“ Elfe fome avenging Greek, with fury fill’d, 75 
“ Or for an only fon or father kill’d: ' - 
“ By Hc&av’s hand, on him will veiit his rage, * 
“ And with his blood his thirfty grief afTwage; 

“ For many fell by his relentlefs hand, 

V Biting that groundwhiehwith thcirhloodwasfhin’d.' 

“ Fierce was thy father (0 my Child!) in war,8r 
“ And never did his foe in battle fpare ; 

“ Thence come theft fufT’rings which fo much have 
“ Much woe to all, hut fure to me the mod. [cad, 
“ I faw him not when in the pangs of death, 85* 
“ Nor did my lips receive his lated breath. 

“ Why held he not to me his dying hand ? 

“ And why receiv’d not I his lad command ? 

** Something he would have faid, had I been there, 

“ Which I (hould dill in fad remembrance bear; 90 
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“ For I could never, never, words forget, • 

“ Which night and day I fhould with tears repeat.** 
She fpake, and wept afrelh, when all around 
A general figh diffus’d a mournful found. 

Then Hecuba, who long had been oppreft 95 
With boiling paflions in her aged bread, 

Mingling her words with fighs and tears, begun 
A lamentation for her darling fon. 

hecuba’s lamentation. , 

“ Heftor! my joy, and to my foul more dear 
** Than all my other num’rous iiTue were ; 100 

“ O my iaft comfort ! and my bed belov’d ! 

“ Thou at whofe fall even Jove himfelf was mov’d, 
“ And lent a god his dread commands to bear, 

“ So far thou wert high Heav’n’s peculiar care ! 

** From fierce Achilles* chains thy corpfe was freed; 
“ So kind a fate was for none elfe decreed : ic6 

“ My other fons, made pris’ners by his hands, 

“ Were fold like flaves, and fhipp’d to foreign lands; 
“ Thou, too, wert fentenc’d by his barb’rous doom, 
“ And dragg’d, when dead, about Patroclus’ tomb, 
** His lov’d Patroclus, whom thy hands had flain ; 

“ And yet that cruelty was urg’d in vain, ll» 

“ Since all could not rcftore his life again. 

“ Now frcfh and glowing even in death thou art, 

“ And fair as he who fell by Phcebus’ dart.” 11$ 
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Here weeping Hecuba her paflion flay’d, 

And univerfal moan again was made ; 

When Helen’s lamentation her’s fupply’d. 

And thus, aloud, that fatal beauty cry’d. 

Helen’s lamentation. 

• * 

“ O Hettor! thou wert rooted in my heart, 120 
“ No brother there had half fo large a part. 

“ Not lefs than twenty years arc now pafs’d o’er 
“ Since firft .1 landed on the Trojan Ihore, 

“ Since I with godlike Paris fled from home, 

“ (Would I had dy’d before that day had come 4 ) 125 
- In all which time (fo gentle was thy mind) 

** I ne’er could charge thee with a deed unkind; 

41 Not one untender word, or look of fcorn, 

** Which I too often have from others borne: 

“ But you from their reproach ftill fet me free, 130 
“ And kindly have reprov’d their cruelty; 

“ If by my filters or the queen revil’d, 

“ (For the good king, like you, was ever mild) 

“ Your kindnefs ftill has all my grief beguil’d. /■ 

“ Ever in tears let me your lofs bemoan, 135 

“ Who had po friend alive but you alone : 
u All will reproach me now where’er I pafs, 

“ And fly with horror from my hated face.” 

This faid, (he wept, and the vaft throng was mov’d, 
And with a gen’ral figh her grief approv’d : 140 

When Priam (who had heard the mourning crowd^ 
Rofc from his (cat, and thus he fpake aloud. 
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“ Ceafe your lamentings, Trojans! for a while* 

“ And fell down trees to build a fun’ral pile; 

“ Fear not an ambulh by the Grecians laid, 145 
“ For with Achilles twelve days’ truce I made.’* 

He fpake, and all obey’d as with one mind ; 
Chariots were brought, and mules and oxen join’d ; 
Forth from the city ail the people went, 

And nine days’ fpace was in that labour fpent; 150 
The tenth a moft ftupendous pile they made, • „ 
And on the top the manly He&or laid, 

Then gave it lire ; while ail with weeping eyes 
Beheld the rolling flames and fmoke arife. 

All night they wept, and all the night it burn’d ; i £5 
But when the roly Morn with day return’d. 

About the pile the thronging people came. 

And with black wine quench’d the remaining flame. 
His brothers then, and friends, (earth’d every where, 
And gath’fing up his fnowy bones with care, 160 
Wept o’er ’em ; when an urn of gold was brought, 
Wrapt in foft purple palls, and richly wrought, 

I|i which the facred afhes were interr’d, 

Then o’er his grave a monument they rear’d. * , 

Mean time ftrohg guards were plac'd, and careful fpies, 
To watch the Grecians, and prevent furprlfei’ 166 
The work once ended, all the vaft refort 
Of mourning people went to Priam’s court; 

There they refrefli’d their weary limbs with reft, 
Ending the fun’ral with a folcmn fcaft. 170 
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HOMER’S 

HYMN TO VENUS ; 

TRANSLATED INTO ENGLISH VERSE. 



TO THE RE ADE R 

OE THE ENSUING HYMN. 

O e the three greater hymns of Homer, viz. one to 
Apollo, one to Mercury, and one to Venus, this to 
Venus is the (horteft; it is alfothe mod Ample in its 
defign and connected in its parts. The other two 
abound more in digrefiions both geographical and my- 
thological, and contain many allufions to ancient cu- 
ftoms andhiftory, which, without a commentary, could 
not well be underftood by the generality of readers. 
Thefe confiderations determined me to acquiefce in 
the tranflatkm of this Hymn, tho’ I had once enter- 
tained thoughts of turning them all three into Englifh 
▼erfe. 

As I had often read them all with extraordinary 
pleafure, I could not avoid fometimes reflecting on 
the cenfures of fomc grammarians, who have denied, 
or at leaf! doubted, them to be genuine. 

A poem which is good in itfelf cannot really lofe 
any thing of its value, tho’ it fhould appear, upon a 
flriCt inquiry, not to be, the work of fo eminent an 
authpr as him to whom k was fii ft imputed : but all 

N 
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truth is fo amiable in itfelf, that even where it is of 
lead importance there is a pleafure in the fearch after 
it, and a fatisfaftion in the vindication of it. 

Tho’ the beauties of this enfuing poem, in the ori- 
ginal, want not even the name of Homer to recom- 
mend them, and much Iefs does that mighty name 
Ifand in need of their reputation, yet if they are his, 
it is an injufticeto him toaferibethem toanyotheriand 
it is a hardfiiipto them to deprive them of the autho- 
rity due to them, and to leave them to make their 
way thro’ bad judgments purely by their own merit. 

, l will not trouble the reader with the inquiry my 
xurjofity led me to make in this matter; I will only 
givehim one reafon, of many, why thefe Hymns may 
be received for genuine. The moftfufpe£ted of them 
.ail is that to Apollo. (As for this to Venus, it were 
almod enough to induce ns to conclude it legitimate, 
to obferve that Lucretius thought it not below him 
to copy from the beginning of it the beginning of his 
own admirable poem.) 

, The Hymn to Apollo has been fuppofed t<v have 
•been written by one Cynsethus of Chios, who was a 
famous repeater of Homer’s verfes*. To obviate 

* After the deceafe of Homer, there were fuch perforw 
who mad- n profelhon of repeatin'! his verfes ; from the re- 
petitions of whom, and of their drfrendants or fnrceflfors, 
(for they became a fetft) rhe entire poems ofHomer, in after- 
times, were collect’ d and put in order. Tliefe were called 
Homer iji a, or Homer i da: ofyhnm Cce Aclian. Var. Jli/I. 
!»• t3.c.»i. Athene L. t.£. 14. Strata, L, 14 .Pindar M jit- 
otic*. Cxii # j Rjdi £. L. 7. c. 29, 
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147 

which fuppofition we only reply, that this very Hymn 
to Apollo is quoted twice by Thucydides, in the third 
hook of hisHiftory, andexprefsly quoted as the work 
of Homer. 

After his fecond quotation, which confiftsof about 
half a fcore verfes, Thucydides oblerves, that in thofe 
Terfes Homer has made mention of himfdf : hence 
it is beyond queflion Thucydides believed, or rather 
was allured, it was the work of Homer. He might be 
very well morally allured of it, for he lived within 
four hundred years of Homer *, and that is no di- 
ftanceof time to render the knowledge of fuch things 
either uncertain or obfeure in fuch a country as Greece, 
and to a man of fuch learning, power, and wifdom, 
as our author. The learned Cafaubon, in his com- 
ment on a paflage in the firrt book of Strabo f, takes 
the liberty to diflent from Strabo, and cites, as au- 
thority againft him, part of the quotation made by- 
Thucydides from the afore-mentioned Hymn of Ho- 
mer. Strabo fays, Homer has made no mention of 
what country he was. In one of the verfes cited by 
Thucydides, Homer calls himfelf “The blind man of 
“ rocky Chios Cafaubon’s note is as follows : In 

♦Herodotu. fays of himfelf, in Euterpe, he was but four 
hundred years after Homer. Thucydides was contemporary 
with Herodotus. 

t Sirab. lib. 1 . p. 30. 

t The original fays “ The blind man who lives in 

41 rrvky or fandy Chios, andwhofe poems ilia 1 1 be in higheit 
“ rAerm to all poiferity which indeed only proves that 
lie dwelt there, nut that he wae burn there. 

Nij 
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Hymno Apollonts quern ego cur deieantus aQireiv contfa 
autoritatem Tbucydidis , caufam nullum futis magnum video; 
in eo inquam hymno , h&c de fe Homerus , &c. 

Now, whether it be more reafonable, by the exam- 
ple of fo learned a man as Cafaubon, to give credit 
to the authority of Thucydides, the mod grave, wile, 
faithful, and confummate hiftorian that ever wrote, 
or to give into the fcruples, conjectures, and fuggef- 
tions of fcholiafts and grammarians, I leave to the 
determination of each impartial reader. 



HOMER’S HYMN TO VENUS. 

Sing, Mufe ! the force and all-informing fire * 

Of Cyprian Venus, goddcfs of dcfire ; 

Her charms th’ immortal minds of gods can move. 
And tame the dubborn race of men tp love : ,f 
The wilder herds and ravenous beads of prey 5 
Her influence feel, and own her kindly fway : > 1 

Thro’ pathlefs air and boundlefs ocean’s fpace " t 
She rules the feather’d kind and finny race: *- 

Whole Nature on her folefupport depends, 

And far as life exifts her care extends. I© 

Of all the num’rous hoft of gods above, 

But three are found inflexible to love j 
Blue-ey’d Minerva free prd'erves her heart, 
virgin unbeguil’d by Qupid’s art ; 

Ip Alining arms the martial maid delights, 15 
O’er war prefides, and well-dilputed fights; 

With third of fame die fird the hero fir’d. 

And fird the (kill of ufeful arts infpir’d ; 

Taught artids fird the carving tool to wield, 19 
Chariots with brafs to arm, and form the fence ful 
She fird taught moded maids in early bLoom[fhield ; 
To fliun the lazy life, and ipin, or ply the loom. 

Diana next the Paphian queen defies, 

Her fmiling arts and proffer’d fricndfhip flies ; 24 

She loves with well-mouth’d hounds and cheerful horn. 
Or filver -founding voice, to wake the Morn, 

N Hj 
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To draw the bow, or dart tbe pointed lpcar, [deir : 

To wound the mountain boar, or roufe the woodland * 
Sometimes of gloomy groves (he likes the (hades. 

And there of virgin-nymphs the chorus leads; 30 
And fometimes feeksthe town , and leaves the plains. 
And loves foriety where Virtue reigns. 

; The third eeleftial pow’r averfe to love 
Is Virgin Vefta, dear to mighty Jove, 

Whom Neptune fought to wed, and Phoebus woo'd. 
And both with fruitlefs labour long purfu'd; 36 
For (he, feverely chafte, rejefted both, 

4ftad bound her purpofe with a folemn oath, 

A virgin life inviolate to lead ; 

She fwore, and Jove adenting bow'd his head. 4 0 

But fmee her rigid choice the joys deify ’d 
Of nuptial rites, and blelfings of a bride, 

The bounteous Jove with gifts that wantfupply’d. 

High on a throne (he fits amidft the (kies, 

And fird is fed with fumes of (acrihce ; 45 

For holy rites to Vefta firft are paid. 

And on her altar firft-fruit ofF’rings hid ; 

So Jove ordain’d in honour of the maid. 

Thefe are the pow’rs above, and only thefe. 

Whom love and Cytherea’s arts difplcafc : JO 

Of other beings none in earth or (kies 
Her force refifts or influence denies. 

With eafe her charms the Thunderer can bind. 

And captivate with love th’ almighty Mind : 

I 

r 

t 
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Ev’n he, wfiofe dread commandsthfc £<Jds obey, $$ 
Srlbipits to her, and owns fuperior fway ; - 

Enflav’d to mortal beauties by her pow’r* 

He oft* jdpfcends his creatures to adore . 

While to conceal the theft from Juno's eyes, 

Some well-diflembled fhape the god belies * io 

Tuno, his wife and After, both in place 
And beauty firft among th’ ethereal race. 

Whom all tranfeending in fuperior worth 
Wife S.aturu got, and Cybele brought forth. 

And Jove, by never-erring eounfel fway’d, fij 

The partner of his bed and empire made. 

But Jove at length, with juft refentment fir'd. 
The laughing Queen herfelf with love infpir’d ; 
Swift thro* her veins the fweet contagion ran, 

Aftd kindled in her breaft defire of mortal man, 7» 
That (be, like other deities, might prove 
Tire pains and pleafures of inferior love. 

And not infultingly the gods deride, 

Whofc fons were human by the mother’s fide : 

Thus Jove ordain’d (be now for man (bould burn, yy 
And bring forth mortal offspring in her turn. 

Amongft the fprings which flow from Ida’s head. 
His lowing herds the young Anchifes fed, 

Whofe godlike form and face the finding queen 
Beheld, and lov’d to madnefs foon as feen. 8 O 

To Cyprus ftraight the wounded goddefs flies, 
Where Paphian temples in her honour rife. 

And altars fmoke with daily facrifice. 
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Soon rs arriv’d (he to her (hrinc repair’d', 

Where ent’ring quick, the (hining gates (he barr’d. 8$ 
The ready Graces waiit, her baths prepare, 

And oint with fragrant oils her flowing hair; 

Her flowing hair around her (boulders fpreads, 

And all adown ambroflal odour flieds : 

Lad in tranfparent robes her limbs they fold, 9O 
Enrich’d with ornaments of pureft gold; 

And thus attir'd her chariot (he afcends, 

And Cyprus left, her flight to Troy flic bends. 

On Ida (he alights, then feeksthe feat : 

Which lov’d Anehifes chofe for his retreat; : 95 
And ever as (he walk'd thro’ lawn or wood, 
Promifcuous herds of beads admiring dood. 

Some humbly follow, while fome fawning meet. 

And lick the ground, and crouch beneath her feet : 
JDogs, lions, wolves, and bears, their eyes unite, ico 
And the fwift panther dopstogaze with fix’d delight; 
For ev’ry glance (he gives foft fire imparts, 
Enkindling fweet defire in favage hearts. ' 

Inflam’d with love all Angle out their mates, 

And to their (hady dens each pair retreats. 105 

Mean time the tent (he fpies fo much defir’d, 
Where her Anehifes was alone retir’d, 

Withdrawn from all his friends and fellow-fwains. 
Who fed their flocks beneath, and fought the plains; 
In pleafing folitude the youth (he found, 1 10 

Intent upon his lyre’s harmonious found. 
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Before his eyes Jove’s beauteous daughter flood, 

In form and drefs a huntrefs of the wood ; 

For had he feen the goddefs undilgois’d, 

The youth with awe and fear had been furpris’d. 

Fix’d he.behcld her, and with joy admir’d 
To fee a nymph fo bright and (o attir’d; 

For from her Bowing robe a luftre fpread. 

As if with radiant flame (he were array’d : 

Her hair, in part difclos’d, in part conceal’d, 140 
In ringlets fell, qr was with jewels held; 

With various gold and gems her neck was grac’d. 
And orient pearls heav’d on her panting bread : * 

Bright as the moon (he (hone, with filent light. 

And charm’d his fenfc with wonder and delight. 14$ 
Thus while Anchifes gai’d, thro’ ev’ry vein 
A thrilling joy he felt and plcafing pain. * 

At length he fpake — 44 All hail, celeftial Fair! 1 
44 Who humbly do A to vifit earth repair : I 

44 Whoe’er thou art, defeended from above, I JO 

?* Latona, Cynthia, or the Queen of Love, J 

44 All hail i all honour (hall to thee be paid ; • 

“ Or art thou Themis * ? or the Blue-ey’d maid f? * 
** Qr art thou fairefl of the Graces three, 

44 Who \yith the gods (hare immortality ? 13 $ 

44 Or elfe fome nymph, the guardian of thefe woods, 
44 Thefe caves, thefe fruitful bills, or cryftal floods? 

__ » , , > 4 

* Themis, the goddefs of equity and right, . , 
f Blue- ey’d maid, Pallas. 
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“ Whoe'er thou art, in fome confpicuous field 
** I to thy honour will an altar build, 

“ Where holy offerings I’ll each hour prepare; 140 
•* O prove but thou propitious to my pray’r ! 

“ Grant me among the Trojan race to prove 
“ A patriot worthy of my country’s lovej 
“ Blefs’d in myfelf, I beg I next may be 
“ Blefs’d in my children and pofterity; I45 

•‘ Happy in health , long let me fee the fun, 

* c And, lov’d by all, late may my d?ys be done.” 

He faid.— Jove’s beauteous daughter thusreply’d. 
“ Delight of human-kind, thy fex’s pride ! 

“ Honour’d Anchifes! you behold in me I5O 

•‘ No goddefs blefs’d with immortality, 

“ But mortal I, of mortal mother came, 

“ Otreus my father, (you have heard the name) 

“ Who rules the fair extent ©f Phrygia’s lands, 

“ And all her towns and fortrefles commands. 

0t When yet an infant I to Troy was brought; • 

“ There was I nurs’d, and there your language taught » 
“ Then wonder not if, thus inftrufted young, 

** I like my own can fpeak the Trojan tongue* 

“ In me one of Diana’s nymphs behold; 160 

** Why thus arriv’d I fhall the caufe unfold. 

“ As late our fports we praftis'd on the plain, 

•* I and my fellow nymphs of Cynthia’s train, 

“ Dancing in chorus, and with garlands crown’d, 

“ And by admiring crowds encompafs’d round, 165 
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•* Lol hov'ring o’er my head I faw the god 
“ Who Argus flew, »nd bears the golden rod ; 

“ Sudden he feyfd, then bore me from their fight, 

** Cutting thro s liquid air his rapid flight. 

“ O’er many flates and peopled towns we pa ft 1 70 

** O’er }iills and vallies, and o’er deferts wafte » 

“ O’er barren moors, and o’er unwholcfome fens, 

** And woods where beafts inhabit dreadful dens : 

f 

“ Thro’ all which pathlefs way our fpeed was fuch, 
u We ftopt not once the face of earth to touch. 175 
** Mean time he told me, while thro’ air we fled, 

4< That Jove ordain’d I fliould Anchifes wed, 

** And with illuftrious offspring blefs his bed. 

“ This faid, and pointing to me y®ur abode, 

11 To heav’n again up-foar’d the fwift- wing’d god. 180 
“ Thus of neceflity to you I come, 

“ Unknown, and loft, far from my native home. 

“ But I conjure you, by the throne of Jove, 

“ By aU that’s dear to you, by all you love, 

“ By your good parents, (for no bad could e’ex l8jf 
“ Produce a fon fo graceful, good, and fair) 

“ That you no wiles employ to win my heart, 

“ But let me hence an untouch’d maid depart; 
f* Inviolate and guiltlefs of your bed, 

Let me be to your houfe and mother led: ' IpO 

“ Me to your father and yonr brothers Ihow, 

“ And our alliance fir ft let them allow : 

Let me be known, and my condition own’d, 

And no unequal match I may be found. 
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44 Equality to them my birth may claim* 195 
“ Worthy a daughter’s or a fift€r’s name, C 

44 ,Tho’ for your wife of too inferior fame. j 

44 Next let ambafladors to Phrygia hafte, . 
t* To tell my father of my fortunes part, 

“ And eafe my mother in that anxious (late, 200 
44 Of doubts and fears which cares for me create. 

“ They in return (hall prefents bring from thence 
44 Of rich attire, and fums of gold immenfe: 

44 You in peculiar (hall with gifts be grac’d, 

44 In price and beauty far above the reft. 2C $ 

44 This done, perform the rites of nuptial love, 

44 Grateful to men below and gods above/' 

She faid, and from her eyes (hot fubtle fires. 

Which to his heart infinuate defires : 

Rcfiftlefs love invadipg thus his breaft, 210 

The panting youth the fmiling queen addreft. 

44 Since mortal you, of mortal mother came, 

“ And Otreus you report your father’s name, 

44 And fince th’ immortal Hermes from above, 

“ To execute the dread commands of Jove, llj 
“ Your wondrous beauties hither has convey’d, 

“ A nuptial life with me henceforth to lead ; 

44 Know, now, that neither gods nor men have pow*r 
♦* One minute to defer the happy hour* 

44 This inftant will I feiae upon thy charms, 210 

44 Mix with thy foul, and melt within thy arms: 

• % 

1 4 
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u THo* Phoebus, arm’d with his unerring dart, 

“ Stood ready to transfix my panting heart; 

“ Tbo’ death, tho’hell, in confequence attend, 

“ Thou fhalt with me the gtfnial bed arcend.*’ 225 
He faid, and fudden fnatch’d her beauteous hand ; 
The goddefs fmil’d, nor did th’ attempt withrtand. 
But fix’d her eyes upon the hero’s bed. 

Where foft and filken coverlets were fpread, 

And over all a counterpane was plac’d, . 230 

Thick Town with furs of many a favage heart. 

Of bears and lions, heretofore his fpoil, 

And rtill remain’d the trophies of his toil. 

Now to adeend the bed they both prepare, 

And he with eager harte difrobes the fair. 235 
Her fparkling necklace firft .he laid afide, 

Her bracelets next, and braided hair, unty’d ; 

And now his bufy hand her zone unbrac’d, 

Which girt her radiant robe around her wairt ; 

Her radiant robe at lart afide was thrown, 24O 
Whofe rofy hue with dazzling lurtre (hone. 

The Queen of Love the youth thus d'rfarray’d, .. 
And on a chair of gold her veftments laid. 

Anchifes now, (fo Jove and Fate ordain’d) 

The fweet extreme of eefiafy attain’d ; 245 

And mortal he was like th’ immortals blefs’d, 

Net cenfcious of the goddefs he poflefs’d. 

O 
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But when the fwains their flocks and herds had 
And from the flow’ry field returning led [fed, 
Their fheep to fold, and oxen to the filed, o$o 
In foft and pleafing chains of fleep profound 
The wary goddefs her Anchifes bound; 

Then gently rifing from his fide and bed, 

In all her bright attire her limbs array’d. 

And now her fair-crown’d head aloft file rears, 455 
Nor more a mortal, but herfelf, appears: 

Her fape refulgent, and majeftic mien, 

Confeis’d the goddefs, Love’s and Beauty’s queen. 

Then thus aloud file calls. “ Anchifes! wake; 

“ Thy fond repofe and lethargy forfake ; a 6 o 

** Look on the nymph who late from Phrygia came; 
“ Behold me well— fay if I feem the fame.” 

At her firft call the chains of fleep were broke, 
And darting from his bed Anchifes woke; 

But when he Venus view’d without difguife, 465 
Her Alining neck beheld, and radiant eyes, 

Aw’d andabafh’d, he turn’d his head afidc, 
Attempting with his robe his face to hide: 

Confus’d with wonder, and with fear opprefs’d. 

In winged words he thus the Queen addrefs’d. 47O 
“ When firft, O Goddefs! I thy form beheld, 

“ Whofe charms fo far humanity excell’d, 
te To thy celeftial pow’r my vows 1 paid, * 

* f And with humility implor’d thy aid ; ' 




4 
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u But thou K for fecret caufe to me unknown, 275 
“ Didft thy divine immortal ftate difown. 

“ But now I beg thee, by the filial love 
(* Due to thy father, Asgis-bearing Jove, 

“ Compalfion on my human ftate to (how, 

“ Nor let me lead a life infirm below ; a8o 



“ Defend me from the woes which mortals wait, 

“ Nor let me /hare of men the common fate; 

“ Since never man with length of days was blefs’d 
“ Who in delights of love a deity poftefs’dl” * 

To himjove’s beauteous daughter thus reply’d; 285 
“ Be bold, Anchifes; in my love confide: 

“ Nor me nor other god thou need’ ft to fear, 

“ For thou to all the heav’nly race art dear. 

“ Know from our loves thou (halt a fon obtain, 

“ Who over all the realm of Troy fhall reign ; 290 

“ From whom a race of monarchs (hall defeend, 

“ And whofe pofterity (ball know no end : 

** To him thou (halt the name /Eneas* give, 

€c As one for whofe conception 1 mud grieve, 

“ Oft' as I think he to exift began 295 

“ From my conjunction with a mortal man. 

. • ’ 1 

* Aenras, fignifying one who caufeth grief. By this pat 
fage it ftiould I e-*tn as if the etymologifts had erred, who, 
as he was the hero of Virgil’s epic poem, have derived hi* 

name from to extol, or praife; it appearing here ex- 

prei'sly to be derived from grief, or , to afie.fl with 
srief. 

O ** • * 

>J 



Digitized by Google 




TRANSLATIONS. 



i 60 

\ 



44 But Troy, of all the habitable earth, 

44 To a fuperior race of men gives birth, 

44 Producing heroes of th’ ethereal kind, 

44 And next refembling gods in form and mind. 300 
44 Frorir thence great Jove to azure Ikies convey’d, 
44 To live with gods, the lovely Ganymede, 

44 Where by th’ immortals honour’d, (Orange to fee!) 
44 The youth enjoys a blefs’d eternity : 

“ In bowls of gold he ruddy ne&ar pours, 305 
44 And Jove regales in his unbended hours. 

44 Long did the king, his fire, his abfence mourn, 

44 Doubtful by whom, or where, the boy was borne, 
44 Till Jove at length, in pity of his grief, 

41 Difpatch’d Argicides * to his relief ; 310 

44 And more with gifts to pacify his mind, 

** He fent him horfes of a deathlefs kind, 

44 Whofe feet outftripp’d in fpeed the rapid wind; 

“ Charging withal fwift Hermes to relate 

44 The youth’s advancement to a heav’nly date, 315 

44 Where all his hours are part in circling joy, 

“ Which age can ne’er decay nor death defiroy. 

44 Now when this embafly the king receives, 

44 No more for abfent Ganymede he grieves; 




* 4 The pleafing news his aged heart revives, 310 . 1 



44 And with delight his fwift-heel’d deeds he drives. 

* Tli* flayer of Argos. Mercury, fo called, from having 
(lain Argus. 
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“ But when the goldcn-thron’d Aurora made 
^Tithonus partner of her rofy bed, 

“ (Tithonus, too, was of the Trojan line, 

“ Refembling gods in face and form divine) 313 
“ For him Ihc Ilraight the Thunderer add red, 

“ That with perpetual life he might be bled; 

“ Jove heard her pray’r, and granted her requeft. 

But, ah! how raih was (he I how indifcrect! 

“ The moft material blcfling to omit ; 330 

“Negl filing, or not thinking, to provide 
“ That length of days might be with ftrength fup- 
“ And to her lover’s endlefs life engage [ply’d* 
“ An endlefs youth, incapable of age. 

“ But bear what fate befel this heav’nly fair, 335 
M In gold enthron’d, the brightefl child of Air : 
“’Tithonus, while of pleafing youth poffefs’d, 

“ Is by Aurora with delight carefs’d; 

“ Dear to her arms, he in her court refides, 

“ Beyond the verge of earth, and ocean’s utmofl tide?, 
“ But when Ihefaw gray hairs begin to fpread, 341 
“ Deform his beard, and difadorn his head, 

“ The goddefs cold in her embraces grew, 

“ His arms declin’d, and from his bed withdrew ; 

“ Yet ftill a kind of nurfing care Hie fhow’d, 34 3 

“ And food ambrofial and rich clothes bellow’d ; 

“ But when of age he felt the fad extreme, 1 

“ And ev’ry nerve was fhruijk and limb was lame, ■ 

0 « • • 
xij 
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“ Lock’d in a room her nfelefs fpoufe /he: left, 

** Of youth, of vigour, and of voice, bereft f. 35O 
“ On terms like thefe I never can defirc 
“ Thou (houldft to immortality afpire. 

“ Couldft thou, indeed, as now thou art remain, 
“ Thy ftrength, thy beauty, and thy youth, retain ; 
“ Could (1 thou for ever thus my hu/band prove, 

“ I might live happy in thy endiels love, 356 

“ Nor fhould I e’er have caufe to dread the day 
“ When I mud mourn thy lofs and life’s decay : 

“ But thou, alas ! too foon and fure mud bend 
“ Beneath the woes which painful age attend, 360 
“ Inexorable age ! whofe wretched flate 
“ All mortals dread, and all immortals hate. 

“ Now know I alfo mud my portion (hare, 

“ And for thy fake reproach and Ihame mart bear : 
“ For I, who heretofore in chains of love 365 

“ Could captivate the minds of gods above, 

“ And force ’em by my all-fubduing charms 
“ To figh and languish in a woman’s arms, 

“ Mud now no more that pow’r luperior boaft, 

“ Nor tax with wcaknefs the celeftial hoft, 370 
“ Since I myfclf this dear amends have made, 

“ And am at lafl by my own arts betray’d. 

“ Erring like them, with appetite deprav’d, 

“ This hour by thee I have a fon conceiv’d, 

“ Whom hid beneath my zone I mud conceal, 375 
“ Till time his being and my (hame reveal. 

* Titlionns was feigned at length to have been turned in? 

' graHiPi'ptr. 
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** Him (Hall the nymphs who theft fair woods adorn, 
•* In their deep bofoms nurfe as foon as born : 

They nor of mortal nor immortal feed 
4< Are (aid to fpring, yet on ambrofia feed, 380 
“ And long they live*, and oft’ in chorus join 
M With gods and goddefies in dance divine. 

“ Theft the Silenif court ; theft Hermes loves,’ 

“ And their embraces fee ks in fhady groves. 

* Of wood-nymphs there were the Dryades and the Ha- 
madryades ; the Dryades prefided over woods and groves ; 
flic Hamadryades each over her particular tree. None of 
them were accounted immortal, but extremely lonr-livcd. 
Aufonius, from Hefiod, computes the complete life of a man 
at ninety-fix years : a crow, he fays, lives nine times as long; 
a deer tour times as long as a crow ; a. raven three times 
as long as a deer ; the phoenix ten times as long as a raven ; 
and thefe Hamadryades live ten times as long as the phoe- 
nix. Bift the moil received opinion was, that they lived jull 
as long as their trees : therefore this from AufOnias feems 
r3tl»er to relate to the Dryades, and the duration of a whole 
wood ; for there are (Yequent inflances where they Were in- 
differently called Dryades and Hamadryades by the ancient 
poets. They were very lenfiblc of good offices, and grate- 
ful to them who ar any time preferred their trees. * The 
Scholia!!, upon a paflage. mentioning thefe nymphs i nApol- 
Ion. Argonaut. 1 ; 2. relates the following dory, cited from 
CharonLampfacenus. “A young man,” called Raecus.obfer- 
ving a fair oak almod fallen to the earth, ordered it to be 
fupporced, and ur»k ftich effectual care, that he ie-eftabltffiea 
it again to flourifh in its place. The nymph of the tree appear-* 
ed to him, and in return bid him a(k what he pleated. The 
youth readily demanded of her the lall favour, which fhe as 
readily promifeil, and, according to agreement, fent a bee 
t*» fumrnon him at the time when he might be happy : but the 
young manhappening tobe gaming atdice when tuebee came, 
was (o offended with its buzzing, that he gave it ill words, 
a ml chid it from him. This reception of her ambafftdor i'o 
enraged the nymph, that in revenge fhc rendered him im- 
potent.” This ltory is alfo cited in part by Nat. Com. See 
Ovid. Metr.m. 1 . 8. of the fate of Erifichthon for cutting 
down one of thefe animated trees. 

f The Satyrs, when they were in years, were called Si- 
leni, as Pauunias reports in Attic, p. 41. 
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“ Their origin and birth thefe nymphs deduce 385 
“ Froni common parent Earth’s prolific juice : 

“ With lofty firs which grace the mountain’s brow y < 
*.* Or ample-fpreading oaks, at once they grow ; 
“AU have their trees allotted to their care, 

“ Whofe growth, duration, and decreafe, they fliare. 
“ But holy are thefe groves by mortals held, 391 
“ And therefore by the axe are never fell’d; 

“ But when the fate of fome fair tree draws nigh, 

** It firft appears to droop, and then grows dry; 

“ The bark to crak and perilh next is feen, 395 
“ And laft the boughs it fheds no longer green ; 

“ And thus the nymphs expire by like degrees, 

“ And live and die coeval with their trees. 

“ Thefe gentle nymphs, by my perfuafion won, 

“ Shall in their fweet recefles nurfe my fon, 4c o 

“ And when his cheeks with youth’s firft biulbes glow, 
“ To thee the facred maids the boy Ihall fiiow. 

“ More to inftrult thee, when five years (hall end, 
“ I will again to vifit thee defeend, 

“ Bringing thy beauteous fon to charm thy fight, 405 
“ Whofe godlike form fhall fill thee with delight; 

“ Him will 1 leave thenceforward to thy care, 

“ And will that with him thou to Troy repair; 

“ There if inquiry (hall be made, to know 
“ To whom thou doft fo bright an offspring owe, 

“ Be fure thou nothing of the truth detedf, 4JI 
“ But ready anfwer make as I direft ; 
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tl Say of a fylvan nymph the fair youth came, 

And Calycopis call his mother’s name : 

“ For Ihouldft thou boaft the tmth, and madly own 
«* That thou in blifs had ft Cytherea known, 416 
“ Jove would his anger pour upon thy head, 

•* And with avenging thunder ftrike thee dead. 

** Now all is told thee, and juft caution giv’n ; 

** Be fecrct thou, and dread the wrath of heav’n.” 4*0 
She faid, and fudden foar’d above his light, 
Cutting thro’ liquid air her hcav’nward flight. 

All hail, bright Cyprian Queen! thee firftlpraile, 
Then to fome other pow’r transfer my lays, 424 , 
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OVID’S ART OF LOVE. BOOK III., 

4 » 

TRANSLATED INTO 

^ ENGLISH VERSE. 

Wherein he recommends rules and inftruBions to the far 
fex in the conduB of their amours , after having already 
c '• compofed two books for the ufe of men upon the fame 
fubjeB. 

1 1 < • • 

t«, e men are arm’d, and for the fight prepare, 

^nd now wc muftinftrutt and arm the fair. 

Both fexes, well appointed, take the field, 

And mighty Love determine which fhall yield. 

Man were ignoble, when thus arm’d, to (how 5 
Unequal force againft a naked foe : 

No glory from fuch conqueft can be gain’d. 

And odds are always by the brave difdain’d. 

But fome exclaim, What frenzy rules your mind ? 
Would you increafe the craft of woman-kind ? 10 

Teach them new wiles and arts! as well you may 
In(tru£t a fnake to bite or wolf to prey. 

But fure too hard a cenfure they pnrfue, 

Who charge on all the failings of a few. 

Examine firft impartially each fair, 15 

Then as (he merits or condemn or fpare. 

If Menelaus and the king of men 
With juflicc of their fifler-wives complain ; 



< 
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If falfe Eriphyle forfook her faith, 

And for reward procur’d her hufband’s death, 20 
Penelope was loyal ftill and chafte, 

Tho’ twqnty years her lord in abfence pa ft. 

Refleft how Laodamia’s truth was try’d, 

Who, tho’ in bloom of youth and beauty’s pride, 

To (hare her hulband’s fate untimely dy’d. 25 
Think how Alcefte’s piety was prov’d, 

Who loft her life to fave the man (he lov’d. 

“ Receive me, Capaneus!” Evadne cry’d, 

“ Nor death itfelf our nuptials (hall divide ; 

To join thy a(hes pleas’d I (hall expire.” 3 ® 

She faid, and leap’d amid the fun’ral fire. 

Virtue herfelf a goddefs we confefs, 

Both female in her name and in her drefs ; 

No wonder, then, if to her fex inclin’d. 

She cultivates with care a female mind. 35 

But thefe exalted fouls exceed the reach 
0f that foft art which I pretend to teach. 

My tender bark requires a gentle gale, 

A little wind will fill a little fail. 

Of fportful loves 1 fing, and (hew what ways 40 
The willing nymph muft ufe her blifs to raife, 

And how to captivate the man (he’d pleafe. 

Woman is foft, and of a tender heart. 

Apt to receive, and to retain Love’s dart: 

Mad has a bread robuft, and more fccure ; 45 

It wounds him not fo deep, nor hits fo fure. 
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Men oft* are falfe ; and if you fcarch with caire ; 
You’ll find lefs fraud imputed to the fair. 

The faithlefs Jafon from Medea fled. 

And made Creufa partner of his bed. 

Bright Ariadne, on an unknown fhore. 

Thy abfencc, perjur’d Thefeus ! did dcplorS. 

If then the wild inhabitants of air 
Forbore her tender lovely limbs to tear, 

It was not owing, Thefeus ! to thy care. 

Inquire the caufe, and let Demophoon tell 
Why Phyllis by a fate untimely fell : 

Nine times, in vain, upon the promis’d day, 

She fought th’ appointed (bore, and view’d the fea; 
Her fall the fading trees confent to mourn, 60 
And fhed their leaves round her lamented urn. 

The prince fo far for piety renown’d, 

To thee, Eliza! was unfaithful found; 

To thee forlorn, and languilhing with grief. 

His fword alone he left, thy laft relief. 6$ 

Ye ruin’d Nymphs! fiiall I the caufe impart 
Of all your woes ? ’twas want of needful art. 

Love of itfelf too quickly will expire, 

But pow’rful art perpetuates defire. 

Women had yet their ignorance bewail’d, - 7 ® 

Had not this art by Venus been reveal’d. 

Before my fight the Cyprian goddefs fiione, 

And thus (he faid » ** What have poor women done? 
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“ Why is that weak defencelefs fex expos’d, 

“ On ev’ry fide by men wcll-arm’d enclos’d ? 75 

“ Twice are the men indrutfed by thy Mufe, 

“ Nor mud (he now to teach the fex refufc. 

“ The bard who injur’d Helen in his Tong 
“ Recanted after, and rcdrefs’d the wrong. 

“ And you, if on my favour you depend, 80 

“ The caufe of women while you live defend.” 

This faid, a myrtle fprig, which berries bore. 

She gave me, (for a myrtle wreath file wore) 

The gift receiv’d, my fenfe enlighten’d gtew, 

And from her prefence infpiration drew. 85 

Attend, ye Nymphs! by wedlock unconfin'd, 

And hear my precepts, while file prompts my mind. 
Ev’n now, in bloom of youth and beauty’s prime. 
Beware of coming age, nor wafle your time : 

Now while you may, and rip’ning years invite, ’ 90 
Enjoy the feafonable fweet delight ; 

For rolling years, like dealing waters, glide, 
Nor;hope to dop their ever-ebbing tide : 

Think not hereafter will the lofs repay. 

For ev’ry morrow will the tade decay, 95 

And leave lefs relifii than the former day. * 

I’ve feen the time when on that wither’d thorn 
The blooming rofe vy’d with the biufiitng morn; 
With fragrant wreaths 1 thence have deck’d my head. 
And fee how leaflefs now, and how decay’d ! ico 

P 
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And you, who now the love-fick youth rejett, 

Will prove in age what pains attend neglect j 
None then will prefs upon your midnight hours, 
Nor wake to ftrew your ftreet with morning flow’xs: 
Then nightly knockings at your door will ceafe, 105 
Whofe aoifclels hammer then may ruft in peace. 

1. Alas! how foon a clear complexion fades! 

How foon a wrinkled Ikin plump flefti invades! 

And what avails it tho’ the fair one fwears 

She from her infancy had fomc gray hairs ? no 

She grows all hoary in a few- more years, 

Alid then the venerable truth appears. 

The l'nakc his Ikin, the deer his horns, may caft. 
And both renew their youth and vigour paft. 

But no receipt can human kind relieve, XIJ 

Doom’d to decrepit age without reprieve. 

Then crop the flow’r which yet invites your eye. 
And which ungather’d on its ftalk muftdie. 

Bcfidcs, the tender fex is form’d to bear. 

And frequent births too foon will youth impair: Iio 
Continual ha,rveft wears the fruitful field. 

And earth itftlf decays too often till’d. 

Thou didftnot, Cynthia ! fcorn the Tatmian fwain, 
Nor thou, Aurora! Ccphalus difdain 5 
The Paphian Queen, who for Adonis’ fate 1 15 

So deeply mourn'd, and who laments him yet, 

3 las not been found inexorable fmee, 

Witnefs llarjyionia and the Darden prince. 
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Then take example, Mortals! from above, 

And like immortals live, and like ’em love ; 130 

Refufe not thofe delights which men require, 

Nor let your lovers languilh with defire. 

Falfe tho’ they prove, what lofs can you fuftain? 
Thence let a thoufand take, ’twill all remain. 

Tho’ conflant ufe ev’n flint and fteel impairs, 135 
\yhat you employ no diminution fears. 

Who would to light a torch their torch deny? 

Or who can dread drinking an ocean dry? 

Still women lofe, you cry, if men obtain : 

What do they lofe that’s worthy to retain ? I40 

Think not this faid to proftitute th,e fex, „ 
fiat undeceive whom needlefs fears perplex. 

Thus far a gentle breeze fupplies our fail ; 

Now launch’d to fea we afk a brifker gale. 

And firft we treat of drefs. The well-drefs’d vine 14$ 
Produces plumpeft grapes and richeft wine; 

And ‘plenteous crops of golden grain arc found 
Alone to grace well-cultivated ground. 

Beauty’s the gift of gods, the fex’s pride! • 

Yet to how many is that gift deny’d ? IjO 

Art helps a face; a face, tho’ heav’nly fair, 

May quickly fade for want of needful care. 

In ancient days, if women flighted drefs. 

Then men were ruder too, and lik'd it lefs. 

If He^lor’s fpoufe was clad in flubborn fluff, IJ $ 
A foldier’s w,ifc became it well enough. 

Pij 
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Ajax, to fhield his ample brcaft, provides 
Seven lufty bulls, and tans their flurdy hides; 

And might not he, d’ye think, be well carefs’d, 

And yet his wife not elegantly drefs’d ? I&j 

With rude fimplicity Rome firfl: was built. 

Which now we fee adorn’d, and carv’d, and gilt. 
This Capitol with that of old compare, 

Some other Jove you’d think was worfhipp’d there. 
That lofty pile, where Senates difiate law, 165 
When Tatius reign’d, was poorly thatch’d with draw ; 
And where Apollo’s fane refulgent ftands. 

Was heretofore a traft of pafture-lands. 

Let ancient manners other men delight ; 

But me the modern p!eaf<?, as more polite; 1 75 

Not that materials now in gold are wrought, 

And diftant Ihorcs for orient pearls are fought; 

Nor for that hills exhauft their marble veins. 

And dru&ures rife whofe bulk the fea retrains » - 

But that the world is civiliz’d of late, 1 75 

And polilh’d from the ruft of former date. 

Let not the nymph with pendants load her ear. 

Nor in embroid’ry or brocard appear; 

Too rich t a drefs may fometimes check defire. 

And cleanlinefs more animate love’s fire. 180 

The hair difpos’d may gain or lofe a grace, 

And much become, or mifbecome, the face. 

What fuits your features of your glafs inquire. 

For no one rule is fix’d for head-attire. 
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A face too long ftiould part and flat the hair, 185 
Left upward comb’d the length too much appear : 

So Laodamia drefs’d. A face too round 
Should Ihow the ears, and with a tour be crown’d. 
On either (houlder one her locks difplays, 

Adorn'd like Phoebus when he flngs his lays : 190 

Another all her trefles ties behind : 

So drefs’d, Diana hunts the fearful hind. 

DilhevcU’d locks mod graceful are to fome, 

Others the binding fillets more become. 

Some plait, like fpiral (hells, their braided hair, 195 
Others the loofe and waving curl prefer. 

But to recount the feveral Dreflfes worn, 

Which artfully each fev’ral face adorn, 

Were endlcfs, as to tell the leaves on trees. 

The bcafts on Alpine hills, or Hybla’s bees. 300 
Many there arc who feem to flight all care. 

And with a pleafant negligence enfnare; 

Whole mornings oft’ in fuch a drefs are fpent. 

And all is art that looks like accident. 

With fuch diforder I6le was grac’d 205 

When great Mcides fir ft the nymph embrac’d : 

So Ariadne came to Bacchus’ bed, 

When with the conqueror from- Crete (he fled. 
Nature, indulgent to the fex, repays 
The loflcs they fuftain by various ways. aid 

Men ill fupply thofe hairs they fhed in age, 

Loft like autumnal leaves when north-winds rage. 

T iij 
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Women with juice of. herbs gray locks difguife. 

And Art gives colour which with Nature vyes. 

The well-wovfc tours they wear their own are thought. 

But only are their own as what they’ve bought ; 216 
Nor need they blufli to buy heads ready dreft. 

And chui'e at public (hops what fuits ’em heft. 

Coflly apparel let. the fair one fly, 

Enrich'd with gold, or. with the Tyiian dye. 0,7,0 
What folly muft in fuch expenfe appear, 

When more becoming colours are lefs dear ? 

One with a dye is ting’d of lovely blue. 

Such as, thro’ air ferenc, the (ky we view; 

With yellow Juftre l c<t another fpread, 07$ 

As if the Golden Fleece compos’d the thread. 

Some of the fea-green wave the call difplay ; 

With tli is the Naiads their bright forms array : 

And fome the faflion hue will well adorn; 

Such is the mantle of the blufliing Morn. 430 

Of myrtle berries one the tinfture (hows; 

In this of amcthyfts the purple glows. 

And that more imitates the paler rofe. 

Nor Thracian cranes forget, whofe filv’ry' plomes 
Give patterns which employ the mimic looms ; 235 
Nor almond nor the chefnut dye difclaim, 

Nor others which from wax derive their name; 

As fields you find with various fiow’rs o’erfpread 
When vineyards bud, and winter’s froft is fled, 

So vat ions ate the colours you may try, 24<J 

Of which the thirfty wool imbibes the dye. 
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Try every one, what beft becomes you wear. 

For no complexion all alike can bear. 

If fair the (kin, black may become it beft; 

In black the lovely fair Brifeis dreft : 345 

If brown the nymph, let her be cloth’d in white! 
Andromeda fo charm’d the wond’ring fight. 

I need not warn you of too pow’rful fmells. 
Which fometimes health or kindly heat expels; 

Nor from your tender legs to pluck with care 3 jO 
The cafual growth of all unfeemly hair. 

Tho’ not to nymphs of Caucafus I fing. 

Nor fuch who tafte remote the Myfian fpring, 

Yet let me warn you that thro’ no neglett 

You let your teeth difclofe the leaft defeat. 355 

You know the ufe of white to make you fair,. 

And how with red loft colour to repair ; 

Imperfect eyebrows you by art can mend, 

And (kin, when wanting, o’er a fear extend. 

Nor need the fair one be afham’d who tries 360 
By art to add new luftre to her eyes. 

A little book I’ve made, but with great care, 

How to prefetve the face, and how repair ; 

In that the nymphs by time or chance annoy’d, 

May fee what pains to pleafe’em I’ve employ’d: 7 , 6 $ 
But ftill beware that from your lover’s eye 
You keep Conceal’d the med’eines you apply; 

Tho’ art aftifts, yet muft that art be hid, 

Left whom it would invite it (hould forbid. 
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Who would not take offence to fee a face if< j 

All daub’d and dripping with the melted greafe? 
And tho’ your unguents bear th’Athenian name. 
The wool’s unfav’ry fcent is dill the fame. 

Marrow of (lags nor your pomatums try, 

Nor clean your furry teeth, when men arc by ; 275 

For many things when done afford delight, 

Which yet while doing may offend the fight. 

Ev’n Myro’s flatties, which for art furpafs 
All others, ohee were but a fhapelefs mafs. 

Rude was that gold which now in rings is worn, 280 
As once the robe you wear was wool unfhorn. 

Think how that done rough in the quarry grew, 
Which now a perfect Venus fhews to view. 

While we fitppofc you fleep repair your face, 

I,ock’d from obfervers in fome fccret place. 

Add the lad hand before yourfelves you {how; 

Your need of art why fhould your lover know ? 

Jor many things when mod conceal’d arc bed, 

And few of drift inquiry bear the ted. 

Thole figures which in theatres are feen 
Gilded without, are common wood within; 

But no fpeftators are allow’d to pry 
Till all is finifh’d which allures the eye. 

Yet I mud own it oft’ affords delight 
To have the fair one comb her hair in fight; 

To view the flowing honours of her head 
Fall on her netk, and o’er her fhouldcrs fpread. 
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But ht her look that Hie with care avoid 
All fretful humours while fhe’s fo employ’d ; 

Let her not ftill undo, with peevilh hafte, 300 
All that her woman does, who does her beft. 

I hate a vixen that her maid afiails, 

And fcratches with her bodkin or her nails. 

While the poor girl in blood and tears mud mourn. 
And her heart curfes what her hands adorn. 305 
Let her who has no hair, or has but Tome, 

Plant centinels before her drefling-room, 

Or in the fane of the good goddefs drefs. 

Where all the male-kind are debarr’d accefs. 

'Tis faid that I (but ’tis a tale devis’d) 3IO 
A lady at her toilette once furpris’d, 

Who darting, fnatch’d in hafte the tour (he wore, 
And in her hurry plac’d the hinder part before. 

But on our foes fall ev’ry fuch difgrace, 

Or barb’rous beauties of the Parthian race. 3*5 
Ungraceful ’tis to fee without a horn 
The lofty hart, whom branches be ft adorn, 

A leaflefs tree, or an unverdant mead, 

And as ungraceful is a hairlefs head. ' 

But think not thefe inftru&ions are defign’d 3 %Q 
For firft-rate beauties of the fmilh’d kind ; 

Not to a Semele or Leda bright. 

Nor an Europa, thefe my rules I write ; 

Nor the fair Helen do I teach, whofe charms 
Stirr’d up Atrides and all Greece to arms ; 32 $ 
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Thee to regain well was that war begun. 

And Paris well defended what he won : 

JVhat lover and what hufband would not fight 
In fuch a caufc, where both are in the right? 

The crowd I teach, fome homely and fome fair, 330 
But of the former fort the larger lhare. 

The handfome lead require the help of Art, 

Rich in therafclves, and pleas’d with Nature’s part. 
When calm the fea, at cafe the pilot lies, 

But all his (kill exerts when jftorms arife. 335 

_ Faults in your perfon or your face correfl, 

And few are feen that have not fome defedt. 

|Thc nymph too fhort her feat Ihould feldom qnit, 
.Left when fhe (lands (he may be thought to fit ; 

And when extended on her couch (he lies, 340 
Let length of petticoats conceal her fize. 

The lean of thjck-wroughtftufFherclothesfhould chufe, 
And fuller made than what the plumper ufc. : ' • 
If pale, let her the crimfon juice apply; 

If fwarthy, to the Pharian varnilh fly. 345 

A leg too lank tight garters dill moil wear; 

Nor (hould an iU-(hap’d foot be ever bare. 

Round Ihoulders bolder’d will appear the lead; 

And lacing (trait confines too full a bread. 

Whofe fingers are too fat and nails too coarfe, 35 0 
Should always (hun much gedure in difeourfe. 

And you whofe breath is touch’d this caution take, 
fafliqg nor too near another fpeak. 
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Let not the nymph with laughter much abound 
Whofc teeth are black, uneven, or unfound : 355 

You hardly think how .much on this depends, 

And how a laugh or fpoils a face or mends. 

Gape not too wide, left you difclofe your gums, 

And lofe the dimple which the cheek becomes ; 

Nor let your Tides too ftrong concuflions (hake, 360 
Left you the foftnefs of the fex forfake. 

In fome diftortions quite the face difguife; 

Another laughs, that yon would think fhe cries. 

In one too hoarfe a voice we hear betray’d, 

Another’s is as harfti as if (he bray’d. 365 

What cannot art attain ! many, with eafe, 

Have learn’d to weep both when and how they pleafe. 
Others thro’ affe£lation lifp, and find 
In imperfe&ion charms to catch mankind. 

Neglcft no means which may promote your ends ; 3 70 
Now learn what way of walking recommends. 

Too mafculine a motion (bocks the fight, 

But female grace allures with ftrange delight. 

One has an artful fwing and jut behind, 

Which helps her coats to catch thelwclling wind; 375 
Swell’d with the wanton wind they loofely flow, 
And ev’ry ftep and graceful motion flow. 

Another, like an Umbrian’s fturdy fpoufe. 

Strides all the fpace her petticoat allows. 

Between extremes in this a mean adjuft, 3^0 

Nor (how too nice ?. gait, nor too rob oft. ; 
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If fnowy white your neck, you ftill fhould wear 
That and the fhoulder of the left arm bare: 

Such fights ne’er fail to fire ®y am’rous heart. 

And make me pant ip kifs the naked part. 385 
Sirens, tho’ monfters of the ftormy main. 

Can (hips when under fail with fongs detain ; 

Scarce could Uly fifes by his friends be bound, 

When firft he liften’d to the charming found. 
Singing infinuates : learn, all ye Maids ! 39O 

Oft’ when a face forbids a voice perfuades. 

Whether on theatres loud ftrains we hear, 

Or in Ruelles fome foft Egyptian air. 

Well (ball (he fing of whom I make my choice. 

And with her lute accompany her voice. 395 

The rocks were ftirr’d, the beafts to liften ftaid, 
When on his lyre melodius Orpheus play’d; 

Even Cerberus and hell that found obey’d ; 

And ftones officious were thy walls to raife, 

O Thebes ! attrafted by Amphion’s lays ; 400 

The dolphin, dumb itfclf, thy voice admir’d. 

And was, Arion ! by thy fongs infpir’d. 

Of fweet Callimachus the works reheurfe, 

And read Philetas’ and Anacreon’s verfe. 

Terentian plays may much the mind improve, 4 CJ 
But fofteft Sappho beft inflrutts to love. 

Propertius, Gallus, and Tibullus, read, 

And let Varronian verfe to thefe fuccced ; 

S 
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Then mighty Maro’s work with care perufe, 

Of all the Latian bard* the nobleft Mufc: 4 10 

Even I, ’tis pofflble, in after-days. 

May ’fcape oblivion, -and be nam’d with thefe: 

My labour’d Hires ibme readers may approve, 

Sinte I’ve inftrufted either fex in love. 

Whatever book^you read of this loft art, 415 

Read with a lover’s voice and lover’s heart. 

Tender Epiftles, too, by me are fram’d, 

A work before unthought-of and un nam’d. 

Such was your facred will, O tuneful Nine ! 

Such thine, Apollo 1 and Lyaeus ! thine. 420 

Still unaccompHlh’d may the maid be thought, 
Who gracefully to dance was never taught; 

That aftive dancing may to love engage, 

Witnefs the well-kept dancers of the ftage. 

Of fome odd trifles I’m afham’d to tell, 425 
Tho’ it becomes the fex to trifle well; 

To raffle prettily, or flHr a dye. 

Implies both cunning and dexterity. 

Nor is’t amifs at -chefs to be expert. 

For games mod thoughtful fometimes moll divert. 
Learn ev’ry game, you’ll And it prove of ufc j 431 
Parties begun at play may love produce. 

But eafler ’tis to learn how bets to lay, , 

Than how to keep your temper while you play: 

• Unguarded then, each bread: is open laid, 435 

And while the head’s intent the heart’s betray’d 

• Q 
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Then bafe. defire of gain, then rage, appears, 
Quarrels and brawls ariie, and anxious fears; 

Then clamours and revilings reach the Iky, 

While lofing gameflers all the gods defy. 440 

Then horrid oaths are utter’d ev’ry caft; 

They grieve, and curfe, and dorm, nay weep, at Jaft* 
Good Jove avert fueh fhamef-ui faults as thefe 
From ev’ry nymph whofe heart’s inclin’d to pleafef 
Soft recreations fit the female-kind; 445 

Nature for men has rougher fports defign’d; 

To wield the fword, and hurl the pointed fpear. 

To flop or turn the deed in full career. 

Tho’ martial fields ill fuit your tender frames. 
Nor may you fwim in Tiber’s rapid dreams, 450 
Yet when Sol’s burning wheels from Leo drive. 

And at the glowing Virgin’s fign arrive, 

’Tis both allow’d and fit you (honld repair 
To pleafant walks, and breathe refrelhing air. 

To Pompey’s Gardens, or the lhady groves 455 
Which Cxfar honours, and which Phoebus loves; 
Phoebus, who funk the proud Egyptian fleet, 

And made Auguftus’ victory complete : 

Or feck thofe (hades where monuments of fame 
Are rais’d to Livia’s and Oftavia’s name; 460 

Or where Agrippa firft adorn’d the ground, 

When he with naval victory was crown’d. 

To Ifis’ fane, to theatres, refort, 

And in the Circus fee the noble fport \ 
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In ev’ry public place by turns be (hown ; 465 

In vain you’re fair while you remain unknown. 
Should you in Ringing Phamyras tranfcend, 
your voice unheard, who could your (kill commend? 
Had not Apelles drawn the fea-born queen, 

Her beauties iiiil beneath the waves had been. 470 
1 Poets infpir’d write only for a name, 

And think their labours well repaid with fame. 

In former days l own the poets were 
Of gods and kings the mod peculiar care ; 

Majeftic awe was in the name allow’d, 47$ 

And they with rich pofleflions were endow’d. 

Ennius with honours was by Scipio grac’d, 

And next his own the poet’s flatue plac’d : 

But now their ivy crowns bear no efteem, 

And all their learning’s thought an idle dream. 480 
Still there’s a plcafure that proceeds from praife ; 
What could the high renown of Homer raife, 

But that he fung his Iliad’s deathlefs lays? 

Who could have been of Danae’s charms allur'd. 
Had (he grown old within her tow’r immur’d? 485 
This as a role let ev’ry nymph purfue, 

That ’tis her int’reft oft’ to come in view. 

. A hungry wolf at all the herd will run, 

In hopes thro’ many to make Pure of one: 

So let the fair the gazing crowd aftail, 490 

That over one at leaft Ihe may prevail. 

Qjj 
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Jn cv’ry place to pleafe be all her thought ; 

m 

Where fometimes lead we think the fi(h is caught? 1 
Sometimes all day we hunt the tedious foil. 

Anon the (lag himfelf (hall feek the toil. 495 

How could Andromeda once doubt relief, 

Whofe charms were heighten’d and adorn’d; by grief? 
The widow’d fair who fees her lord expire, 

While yet file weeps may kindle new defire, 

And Hymen’s torch re-light with fun’ralfire.jce 
Beware of men who are too fpruccly drefs’d. 

And look you fly with fpeed a fop profefs’d: 

Such tools to you, and to a thoufand more. 

Will tell the fame dull ftory o’er and o’er. 

This way and that unsteadily they rove, 505 

And. never fix’d, are fugitives in, love. 

Such flutt’ring things all women furc fliould hate, 

I right asthemfelves, and more effeminate. 

Believe me ; all 1 fay is for your good 
Had Priam been believ’d Troy ftiil had flood, 5 10 
Many with bafe defigns will paifion feign. 

Who know no love but fordid love of gain ; 

But let not powder’d beads nor eflenc’d hair 
Your well-believing eafy hearts infnare. 

Rich clothes arc oft’ by common (harpers worn, 51$ 
And diamond rings felonious hands adorn : 

So may your lover burn with fierce defirc 
Your jewels to enjoy and beft attire. 

Poor Cloe rohb>’d runs crying thro’ the ftreets. 

And as (he runs, ** Give me my own,” repeats. 540 
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How often, Venus! haft thou heard fuch cries. 

And laugh’d amidft thy Appian votaries? 

Some fo notorious are, their very name 
Muft ev’ry nymph whom they frequent defame. 

Be warn’d by ills which ethers have deftroy’d, 32$ 
And faithlefs men with conftant care avoid: 

Truft not a Thefeus, fair Athenian maid! 

Who has fo oft* th’ attefting gods betray’d; 

And thou, Demophoon! heir to rhefeus’ crimes. 
Haft loft thy credit to all future times. 330 

Promife for promife equally afford, 

But once a contrail made keep well your word; 

For (he for apy ail of hell is fit, 

And, undifmay’d, may facrilegc commit, 

With impious hands could quench the vcftal fire, 535 
Poifon her hufband in her arms for hire, 

Who firft to take a lover’s gift complies, 

And then defrauds him, and his claim denies. 

But hold, my Mufe ! check thy unruly horfe, 

And more in fight purfue th’ intended courlc. 540 
If love epiftles tender lines impart, 

And billet-doux are fent to found your heart, 

Let all fuch letters by a faithful maid 
Or confidant be feeretly convey’d. 

Soon from the words you’ll judge, if read with care, 
When feign’d a pafiion is, and when fincere. 346 
Ere in return you write fome time require; 

Delays, if not too long, increafe defire : 

Qjif 
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Nor let Ijhe prefling youth with eafe obtain. 

Nor yet refufe him with too rude difdain. SS 9 

Now let his hopes, now let his fears, increafc. 

But by degrees let fear to- hope give place. 

Be fure avoid fet phrafes when you write ; 

The ufnal' way of fpcech is more polite. 

How have I feeo the puzzled lover vex’d 555 

To read a letter with hard words perplex’d ! 

A ftyle too coarfe takes from a handfome face. 

And makes us with an uglier in its place. 

But flnee (tho* chaftity be not your care) 

You from your hufband dill would hide th’ affair, 560 
Write to no ftranger till his truth be try’d. 

Nor in a foolifh meflenger confide. 

What agonies that woman undergoes 
Wbofe hand the traitor threatens to expofe, 

Who rafhly trufting dreads to be deceiv’d, $63 
And lives for ever to that dread enflav’d! 

Such treaehery can never be furpaft, 

For thofe difcov’ries fure as lightning blaff. 

Might I advife, fraud (hould with fraud be paid* 

Let arms repel all who with arms invade. 57® 

But fince your letters may be brought to light, 
What if in fev’ral hands you team’d to write ? 

My curfe on him who firft the fex betray’d, 

And this advice fo neccfiary made. 

Nor let your pocket-book two hands contain;. S 7 S 
Hrft rub your lover’s out, then write again. 
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§t:H one contrivance more remains behind, 

Which you may ufe as a convenient blind . 

As if to women writ your letters frame, • 579 

And let your friend to you fubfcribc a female name. 

Now greater things to tell, my Mufc! prepare, 
And clap on all the fail the bark can bear. 

JLct no rude pafllons in your looks find place. 

For fury will deform the fined face} 

It fwelk the lips, and blackens all the veins, 5 £5 
While in the eye a Gorgon horror reigns. 1 

When on her flute divine Minerva play’d, 

And in a fountain faw the change it made, 

Swelling her cheek, fhe flung it quiek afide, 

“ Nor is thy mufic fo much worth,” (he cry’d. 590 
Look in your glafs when you with anger glow, 

And you’ll confefs you fcarce ydorfelves can know: 
Nor with exccffive pride infult the fight, 

For gentle looks alone to love invite. 

Believe it as a truth that’s daily try ’d, 595 

There’s nothing more deteftable than pride. 

How have I feen fome airs difguft create. 

Like things which by antipathy we hate 1 
Let looks with looks, and fmiles with fmiles, be paid; 
And when your lover bows incline your head ; 6co 
So love preluding, plays at firft with hearts. 

And after wounds with deeper piercing darti. 

Nor me a melancholy miflrefs charms ; 

Let fad Tccmefla weep in Ajax' arms : 
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Let mourning beauties fullen heroes more ; • 60$ 

We cheerful men like gaiety in love. 

Let Heitor in Andromache delight, 

Who in bewailing Troy walles all the night : 

Had they not both born children (to be plain) 

I ne’er could think they’d with their hufbands lain. 

I no idea in my mind can frame 6lX 

That either one or t’other doleful dame 
Could toy, could fondle, or could call their lords 
My Life ! my Soul ! or fpeak endearing words. 

Why from comparifons (hould I refrain, 615 
Or fear fraall things by greater to explain ? 

Obferve what conduit prudent gen’rals ufe, 

And how their fev’ral officers theychufe; 

To one a charge of infantry commit, 

Another for the horfe is thought more fit. 6ao 
So you your fev’ral lovers (hould felcit, 

And as you find ’em qualify’d direit. 

The wealthy lover ftore of gold (hould fend. 

The lawyer (hould in courts your caufe defend : 

Wc who write verfe with verfe alone (hould bribe; 
Mod apt to love is all the tuneful tribe : 626 

By us your fame (hall thro’ the world be blaz’d; 

60 Nemefis, fo Cynthia’s, name* was rais’d. 

From eaft to weft Lycoris’ praifes ring, 

Nor are Corinna’s filent whom we fing. 630 

No fraud the poet’s facred bread can bear ; 

Mild are his manners, and his heart fincere. 
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Nor wealth he fecks, nor feels ambition’s fires, 

But fhuns the bar, and books and (hades requires. 
Too faithfully, alas ! we know to love, , 635 

With eafe we fix, but we with pain remove; 

Oar fofter fludies with our fouls combine. 

And both to tendemefs our hearts incline. 

Be gentle, Virgins! to the poet’s pray’r; 

The god that fills him, and the Mufe, revere ; 640 

Something divine is in us, and from heav’n 
Th’ infpiring fpirit can alone be giv’n. 

’Tis fin a price from poets to exalt ; 

But ’tis a fin no woman fears to alt ? 

Yet hide, howe’er, your avarice from fight, 645 
Left you too foon your new admirer fright. 

As (kilful riders rein with diff’rent force 
A. new-back’d ceurfer and a well-train’d horfe. 

Do you by different management engage 
The man in years and youth of greener age. 

This, while the wiles of love are yet unknown. 

Will gladly cleave to you, and you alone ; 

With kind carefics oft’ indulge the boy. 

And all the harveft of his heat enjoy. 

Alone, thus blefs’d, of rivals molt beware; 655 
“ Nor love nor empire can a rival bear.” 

Men more difcreetly love when more mature. 

And many things which youth difdains endure; 

No windows break, nor houfes fet on fire, 

Nar tear their own or mi&reffes’ attire. 660 
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In youth the boiling blood gives fury vent. 

But men in years more calmly wrongs refent: 

As wood when green, or as a torch when wet, 

They (lowly burn, but long retain their heat. 

More bright is youthful flame, but fooner dies; 66$ 
Then fwiftly feize the joy that fwiftly flies. 

Thus all betraying to the beauteous foe, 

How furely to enflave ourfelves we (how. 

To truft a traitor you’ll no fcruplc make, 

Who is a traitor only for your fake. 670 

Who yields too foon will foon her lover lofe; 
Would you retain him long, then long refufe : 

Oft' at your door make him for entrance wait. 
There let him lie, and threaten, and entreat. 

When cloy’d with fweets, bitters the tafte reftore 
Ships, by fair winds are fometimes run a(hore. 676 
Hence fprings the coldnefs of a marry ’d life. 

The hulband when he pleafes has his wife. 

Bar but your gate, and let your porter cry, 

“ Here’s no admittance. Sir, ( mud deny;’* 68flf 
The very hufband, fo repuls’d, will find 
A growing inclination to be kind. 

Thus far with foils you’ve fought; thofe laid 
I now (harp weapons for the fex provide, [afide, 
Nor doubt againft myfelf to fee ’em try’d. 685 
When firft a lover you defign to charm. 

Beware left jeajoufles his foul alarm ; 

Make him believe, with all the (kill you can. 

That he, and only he’s the happy man. 
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Anon by due degrees fmall doubts create, 

And let him fear fome rival’s better fate: 

Such little arts make love its vigour hold. 

Which clfe would languid), and too Toon grow old. 
Then ftrains the courfer to out-ftrip the wind, 

When one before him runs, and one he hears behind. 
Love, when extinft, fufpidons may revive; 696 
I own when mine’s fecure ’tis fcarce alive: 

Yet one precaution to this rnle belongs, 

Let us at moft fufpeft, not prove, our wrongs. 
Sometimes, your lover to incite the more, 7©0 
Pretend your hufband’s fpies befet the door : 

Tho’ free as Thais, ftill affc£t a fright ; 

For Teeming danger heightens the delight. 

Oft’ let the youth in thro’ your window ftcal, 

Tho’ he might enter at the door as well ; 70J 

And fometimes let your maid furprife pretend, 

And beg you in Tome hole to hide your friend. 

Yet ever and anon difpel his fear. 

And let him tafle of happinefs fmcerej 

Left, quite difhearten’d with too much fatigue, 710 

He (hould grow weary of the dull intrigue. 

But I forget to tell how you may try 
Both to evade the hufband and the fpy. 

That wives fhould of their hufbands ftand in awe, 
Agrees with juftice, modefty, and law ; 715 

But that a miftrefs may be lawful grize, 

Hone but her keeper 1 am lure denies. 
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F<©r fuch fair nymphs thcfc Precepts are defign’d, ' 
Which ne’er can fail, join’d with a willing mind. 
Tho’ duck with Argus’ eyes your keeper were, JtO 
Advis’d by me you (hall elude his care. 

When you to wafh or bathe retire from fight. 

Can he obferve what letters then you write ? 

Or can his caution againft fuch provide, 

Which in her bread your confidant may hide? 7x5 
Can he the note beneath her garter view, 

Or that which, more conceal’d, is in her (hoe ? 

Yet thefe perceiv’d, you may her back undrefs. 

And writing on her Ikin your mind exprefs. 

New milk, or pointed fpircs of flax, when green, 730 
Will ink fupply, and letters mark unfeen; 

Fair will the paper fhow, nor can be read 
Till all the writing’s with warm afhes fpread. 

Aerifius was with all his care betray’d. 

And in his towY of brafs a grandfire made. 7 35 
Can fpies avail when you to plays refort. 

Or in the Circus view the noble fport? 

Or can you be to Ids’ fane pnrfu’d, 

Or Cybelle’s, whofe rites all men exclude ? 

Tho’ watchful (ervants to the bagnio come, 74O 
They’re ne’er admitted to the bathing-room. 

Or when fome fudden ficknefs you pretend. 

May you not, take to your fick-bed a friend ? 

Falfe keys a private paflage may procure. 

If not, there arc more ways befidcs the door. 74 $ 

4 
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Sometimes with wine your watchful foll’wer treat; 
When drunk, you may with cafe his care defeat; 

Or, to prevent too fudden a furprife, 

Prepare a fteeping draught to feal his eyes : 

Or let your maid, ftill longer time to gain, ' J 7 & 
An inclination for his perfon feign; 

With faint refi dance let her drill him oil, 

And after competent delays be won. 

But what need all thefe various doubtful wiles, 
Since gold the greateft vigilance beguiles ? 755 

Believe me, men and gods with gifts are pleas’d; 
Ev'n angry Jove with off’ricf|p is appeas’d. 

With prefents fools and wile alike are caught; 

Give but enough, the hufband may bought. 

But let me warn you, when you bribe a fpy, 760 
That you for ever his connivance buy; 

Pay him his price at once, for with fuch men 
You’ll know no end of giving now and then. 

Once, I remember, I with caufe complain’d 
Of jealoufy, occafion’d by a friend. 7 65 

Believe me, apprehenfions of that kind 
Are not alone to our falfe fex confin’d. 

Truft not too far your file-companion's truth. 

Left (he fometimes Ihould intercept the youth ; 

The very confidant that lends the bed 770 

May entertain your lover in your (lead : 

Nor keep a fervant with too fair a face, 

For fuch I’ve known fupply her lady’s place, 

R 
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But wluthcr do I run with heedlefs rage, 
Teaching the foe unequal war to wage ? 775 

Did ever bird the fowler’s net prepare? 

Was ever hound iuftrufted by the hare ? 

JBut all felf-cnds and int’reft fet apart. 

I’ll faithfully proceed to teach my art ; 

Defcncelefs and unarm’d expofc my life, 780 

And for the Lemnian ladies whet the knife. 

Perpetual fondnefs of your lover feign. 

Nor will you find it hard belief to gain ; 

Full of himfelf, he your defign will aid ; 

To what we wilh ’tis eafy to perfuade. 785 

With dying eyes his face and form furvey. 

Then figh, and wonder he fo long could (lay : 

Now drop a tear, your forrows to aflwage. 

Anon reproach him, and pretend to rage. 

Such proofs as thefc will all diftruft remove, 790 
And make him pity your exceflivc love : 

Scarce to himfelf will he forbear to cry, 

“ How can l let this poor fond creature die ?’* 

But chiefly one fuch fond behaviour fires, 

Who courts his glafs, and his own charms admires: 
Proud of the homage to his merit done, 796 

He’ll think a goddefs might with cafe be won. 

Light wrongs, be fur c, you ftill with mildnefs bear. 
Nor (Iraight fly out when you a rival fear : 

Let not your paflions o’er your fenfe prevail, 8co 
Nor credit lightly cv’ry idle tale ; 

i-j-. 
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Let Procris’ fate a fad example be 
Of what effc&s attend credulity. 

Near where his purple head Hymettus (hows, 

And flow’ring Hills, a facred fountain flows; 805 
With foft. and verdant turf the foil is fpread. 

And fwectly-fmelling (hrubs the ground o’erffiade : 
There rofemary and bays their odours join. 

And with the fragrant myrtle’s feent combine : 
There tamarilks with thick-lcav’d box are found, 8lO 
And cytifliis and garden pines abound, 

While thro’ the boughs foft winds of zephyr pafs. 
Tremble the leaves, and tender tops of grafs: 

Hither would Cephalus retreat to reft, 

When tir’d with hunting, or with heat oppreft, 815 
And thus to Air the panting youth would pray, 

“ Come, gentle Aura ! come, this heat allay.’* 

But fome tale-bearing too officious friend, 

By chance o’er-heard him as he thus complain’d. 
Who with the news to Procris quick repair’d, 829 
Repeating word for word what (he had heard. 

Soon as the name of Aura reach’d Her ears, 

With jealonfy furpris’d and fainting fears, 

Her rofy colour fled her lovely face, 

And agonies like death fupply’d the place; 825 
Pale (he appear’d as are the falling leaves, 

When firft the vine the winter’s blaft receives; 

Of ripen’d quinces fuch the yellow hue. 

Or when unripe we cornel-berries view. 

Rij 
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Reviving from her fwoon, her robes (he tore. 

Nor her own faultlefs face to wound forbore. 

Now all difhe veil’d to the wood (he flies, 

With Bacchanalian fury in her eyes. 

Thither arriv’d, fhe leaves below her friends, 

And all alone the fhady hill afcends. 

What folly, Procris ! o’er thy mind prevail’d ? 

What rage, thus fatally to lie conceal’d ? 

Whoe’er this Aura be (fuch was thy thought) 

She now (hall in the very fa£t be caught. 

Anon thy heart repents its ra(h defigns, r 840 
And now to go and now to flay inclines : 

Thus love with doubts perplexes ftill thy mind, 
And makes thee feek what thou mud dread to find: 
But ftill thy rival’s name rings in thy ears, 

And more fufpicious ftill the place appears; 845 
But more than all exceflive love deceives, 

Which all it fears too eafily believes, 
r. And now a chilnefs run thro’ ev’ry vein. 

Soon as (he faw where Cephalus had lain. 

’Twas noon, when he again retir’d to (hun 856 
The fcorching ardour of the mid-day fun ; 

With water firft he fprinkled o’er his face, 

Which glow’d with heat, then fought his ufual place. 
Procris, with anxious but with filent care, 

View’d him extended, with his bofom bare, 855 
And heard him foon th’ accuftom’d words repeat. 
Come, Zephyr! Aura ! come, allay this heat.” 



835 



835 



Digitized by Google 




TRANSLATIONS* . tpj 

Soon as fhe found her error from the word, 

Her colour and her temper were reftor’d. 

With joy fhe rofc to clafp him in her arms, 860 
But Cephalus the ruftling noife alarms; 

Some beaft, he thinks, he in the bullies hears. 

And ftraight his arrows and his bow prepares. 

Hold! hold! unhappy youth !— I call in vain; 

With thy own hand thou haft thy Procris flain. 865 
“ Me, me,” Ihe cries, “ thou’ft wounded with thy dart ! 
** But Cephalus was wont to wound this heart : 

“ Yet lighter on my alhes earth will lie, 

“ Since, tho' untimely, I unrivall’d die. 

“ Come, clofe with thy dear hand my eyes in death, 
“ Jealous of Air, to Air I yield my breath.” 87 1 
Clofe to his heavy heart her cheek he laid, 

And wafli’d with ftreaming tears the wound he made; 
At length the fprings of life their currents leave. 
And her laft gafp her hulband’s lips receive. 875 
Now to purfue our voyage we muft provide, 

Till fafe to port our weary bark we guide. 

You may expert, perhaps, I now fliould teach 
What rules to treats and entertainments reach. 
Come not the firft invited to a feaft ; 880 

Rather come laft, as a more grateful gueft ; 

For that of which we fear to be depriv’d. 

Meets with the fureft welcome when atriv’d. 

Befides, complexions of a coarfer kind 

From candle-light no fmall advantage find. 88 5 

Riij 
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Daring the time you eat obferve fome grace, ' 

Nor let your unwip’d hands befmear your face ; 

Nor yet too fqueamifhly your meat avoid. 

Left we fufpe<ft you were in private cloy’d. 

Of all extremes in either kind beware, 89Q 

And ftill before your belly’s full forbear. 

No glutton nymph, however fair, can wound, 

Tho* more than Helen fhe in charms abound. 

I own I think of wine the moderate ufe 
More fuits the fex, and fooner finds excufe ; 895 

It warms the blood, adds Iuftre to the eyes, 

And Wine and Love have always been allies : 

But carefully from all intemp’rance keep. 

Nor drink till you fee double, lifp, or deep ; 

For in fuch flecps brutalities are done, 900 

Which tho’ you loath you have no pow’r to Ihun. 

And now th’ inftrudted nymph, from tabic led, 
Should next be taught how to behave in bed: 

But modefty forbids; nor more my Mufc 

With weary wings the labour’d flight purfues ; 905 

Her purple fwans unyok’d, the chariot leave, 

And needful reft (their journey done) receive. 

. Thus with impartial care my art I fliow, 

And equal arms on either fex beftow ; 

While men and maids, who by my rules improve, 
Ovid muft own, their mafter; is in love. 9II 
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C & z argument* 

THE defign of this Satire is to expofe and reprehend all manner of 
intemperance and debauchery, but more particularly that exorbi- 
tant luxury nfed by the Romans in their feafting. The poet draws 
the occafion from an invitation which he here makes to his friend 
to dine with him; very artfully preparing him, with what he was 
to expeft from his treat, by beginning the Satire with a particular 
inveftive againil the vanity and folly of fome perfons who, having 
but mean fortunes in the world, attempted to live np to the height, 
of men of great eftates and quality. He fhews us the mifcrable end 
of fuch fpcndilirifcs and gluttons, with the manner and courfes 
which they took to bring themfclves to it ; adviiing men to live 
within bounds, and to proportion their inclinations to the extent 
of their fortune. He giyes his friend a bill of fare of the enter- 
tainment he has provided for him, and from thence he takes occa. 
fion to refietf upon the temperance and frugality of the greateft men 
in former ages, to which he oppol'es the riot and intemperance of 
the prelcnt; attributing to the latter a vifible remi fluids in the care 
of Heaven over the Roman (late. He inftanecs fome lewd praftices 
at their feafts. and by the by touches the nobility, with making vice 
and debauchery conftil with their principal pleafuret. He conclude* 
with a repeated invitation to his friend, adviiing him (in one par. 
ticular fomewhat freely) to a negieft of all cares and difqoicts for 
the prefeut, and a moderate ufc of pleafures for the fumrCt 

If noble Atticus make fplendid feafts, 

And with expenfive food indulge his guefts, 

His wealth and quality fupport the treat ; 

Nor is it luxury in him, but (late ; 

But when poor Rutilus fpends all he’s worth, 5 
In hopes of fetting one good dinner forth, 

*Tis downright madnefs; for what greater jells 
Than begging gluttons, or than beggars’ feafts 
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Pot Rtitiltis is now notorious grown, 

And proves the common theme of all the town. 10 
A man in his full tide of youthful blood, 

Able for arms, and for his country’s good, 

Urg’d by no pow’r, retrain'd hy no advice, 

But following his own inglorious choice, 

’Mongft common fencers prattifes the trade, 15 
That end debafing for which arms were made; 
Arms, which to man ne’er-dying fame afford, 

But his difgrace is owing to his fword. 

Many there are of the fame, wretched kind, 

/ 

Whom their defpairing creditors may find 00 

Lurking in fhamblis, where with borrow’d coin 
They buy choice meats, and in cheap plenty dine; 
Such whofe foie blifs is eating j who can give 
But that one brutal reafon why they lire : 

And yet, what’s more ridiculous, of theft 
The pooreft wretch is Hill mod hard to pleafe ; 

And he whofe thin tranfparent rags declare 
How much his tatter’d fortune wants repair. 

Would ranfack ev’ry element for choice 
Of ev’ry fifh and fow 4 at any price; 

If brought from far it very dear has coft. 

It has a flavour then which pleafes mo ft, 

And he devours it with a greater guft. 

In riot thus, while money lafts, he lives, 

And that exhaufted, ftill new pledges gives, 

Till forc’d of mere neceffity to cat, 

He comes to pawn his dilh to buy his meat. 
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Nothing of filver of of gold he fpares. 

Not what his mother’s facred image bears; 

The broken relic he with fpeed devours, • 49 

As he would all the reft of ’s anceftors 
If .wrought in gold, or if, expos’d to fale. 

They’d pay the price of one luxurious meal. 

Thus certain ruin treads upon his heels, 

The ftings of hunger foon, and want, he feels; 45 
And thus is he reduc’d at length to ferve 
Fencers for miferable feraps, or ftarve. 

Imagine now you fee a plenteous feaft. 

The queftion is at whofe expenfe ’tis dreft? 

In great Ventidius we the bounty prize, 56 

In Rutilus the vanity defpife. 

Strange ignorance ! that the fame man who knows 
How far yond' mount above this molehill (hows, 
Should not perceive a difference as great 
Between fmall incomes and a vaft eftate! si 

From heav’n to mortals, fure, that rule was fent, 

Of <r Know thyfelf,” and by fome god was meant 
To be our never-erring pilot here, * 

. Thro’ all the various courfes which we fteer. 
Therfites, tho’ the moft prefumptuous Greek, C(t 
Yet durft not for Achilles’ armour fpeak. 

When fcarce Ulyfles had a good pretence. 

With all th’ advantage of his eloquence. 

Whoe’er attempts weak caufes to fupport, 

Ought to be very fure he’s able for’t, 
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And not miftake ftrong lungs and impudence 
For harmony of words and force of fenfe : 

Fools only make attempts beyond their (kill ; 

A wife man’s pow’r’s the limit of his will. 

If Fortune has a niggard been to thee, 70 

Devote thyfelf to thrift, not luxury, 

And wifely make that kind of food thy choice 
To which neceffity confines thy price. 

Well may they fear Tome miferable end 
Whom Gluttony and Want at once attend, 75 
Whofe large voracious throats have fwallow’d all, 
Both land and dock, int’reft and principal; 

Well may they fear, at length, vile Pollio’s fate. 
Who fold his very ring to purchafe meat; 

And tho’a knight ’mongft common Haves now (lands. 
Begging an alms with undiHinguifh’d hands. 

Sure fudden death to fuch fhould welcome be. 

On whom each added year heaps mifery, 

Scorn, poverty, reproach, and infamy. 

But there are Heps in villany which thefe 
Obferve to tread and follow by degrees. 

Money they borrow, and from all that lend. 

Which never meaning to reHore, they fpend; 

But that and their fmall flock of credit gone, 

I-eft Rome fhould grow too warm, from thence they 
For of late years *tis no more fcandal grown [run ; 
For debt and roguery to quit the town, 

Than in the rnulft of fummer’s fcorching heat 
From crowds, and noife, and bus’nefs, to retreat. 
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One only grief fuch fugitives can find, 

Rcfle&ing on the pleafures left behind. 

The plays and loofe diverfions of the place. 

But not one blulh appears for the difgrace. 

Ne’er was of modefty fo great a dearth. 

That, out of count’nance, Virtue’s fled from earth ; 
Baffled, expos’d to ridicule and fcorn, lot 

She’s with Aflrea gone, not to return. 

This day, my Perficus, thou fbalt perceive 
Whether myfelf I keep thofe rules I give, 

Or elfe an unfufpelted glutton live ; 105 

If mod’rate fare and abflinence l prize 
In public, yet in private gormondize. 

Evander’s feaft reviv’d to-day thou’lt fee; 

The poor Evander I, and thou (halt be 
Alcides and ALneas both to me. no 

Mean time I fend you now your bill of fare ; 

Be not furpris’d that ’tis all homely cheer; 

For nothing from the fhambles I provide, 

But from my own fmall farm the tend’reft kid. 

And fatteft of my flock, a fuckling yet, IIJ 

That ne’er had nourifhment but from the teat : 

No bitter willow-tops have been its food, 

Scarce grafs; its veins have more of milk than blood. 
Next that fhall mountain fparagus be laid, 

Pull’d by fome plain but cleanly country-maid *. 110 
The largcft eggs, yet warm within the neft. 
Together will) the hens which laid ’em, dreft ; 
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CluAers of grapes preferv’d for half a year. 

Which plump and frefh as on the vines appear ; 
Apples of a ripe flavour, frefh and fair, I2j 

Mixt with the Syrian and the Signian pear. 
Mellow’d by winter from their cruder juice. 

Light of digeftion now, and fit for ufe. 

Such food as this would have been heretofore 

Accounted riot in a fenator ; 1 30 

* 

When the good Curius thought it no difgrace 
With his own hands a few fmall herbs to drefs. 

And from his little garden cull’d a feaft 
Which fetter’d flaves would now difdain to tafte; 
For fcarce a Have but has to dinner now 13J 

The well-drefs’d paps of a fat pregnant fow. 

But heretofore ’twas thought a fumptuous treat 
On birth-days, feftivals, or days of Hate, 

A fait dry flitch of bacon to prepare ; 

If they had frefh meat ’twas delicious fare! I40 
Which rarely happen’d ; and ’twas highly priz’d 
If ought was left of what they facrific’d. 

To entertainments of this kind would come 
The worthieft and the greateft men in Rome; 

Nay, fcldom any at fuck treats were fecn 145 

But thofe who had at leaf! thrice Conful been. 

Or the Di&ator’s office had difeharg’d, 

And now, from honourable toil enlarg’d, 

Retir’d to hufband and manure their land, I49 
Humbling thcmfelvcs to.thofc they might command# 
5 
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Then might y’ have feen the good old gen’ral hade. 
Before th’ appointed hour, to luch a feaA, 

Hjs fpade aloft, as ’twere in triumph held. 

Proud of the conqueA of Tome Aubborn field. 

’fwas then, when pious Confuls bore the fway, 

And Vice, difeourag’d, pale and trembling lay ; 

Our Cenfors then were fubje£t to the law, 

Ev’n Pow’r itfelf of JuAice Aood in awe ; 

It was not then a Roman’s anxious thought 
Where largcft tortoife-fiiells were to be bought ; 160 
Where pearls might of the greateA price be had, 
And Alining jewels to adorn his bed, 

That he at vaft expenfe might loll his head. 

Plain was his couch, and only rich his mind ; 
Contentedly he flept as cheaply as he din’d. 165 
The foldier then, in Grecian arts unlkili’d. 
Returning rich with plunder from the field. 

If cup's of filver or of gold he brought. 

With jewels fet, and exquifitely wrought, 

To glorious trapping ftraight the plate he turn’d. 
And with the glitt’ring fpoil his horfe adorn’d, 1 7 1 
Or elfe a helmet for himfelf he made, 

Where various warlike figures were inlaid; 

The Roman Wolf fuckling the Twins was there. 
And Mars himfelf, arm’d with his Aiield and fpear, 
Hov’ring above his ere A did dreadful Aiow, 1 76 
As threat’ning death to each refifting foe. 

S 
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No ufe of filver but in arms was known ; 

Splendid they were in war, and there alone ! 

No fideboards then with gilded plate were drefs’d. 
No fweating Haves with maflive difhes prefs’d; l8l 
Expenfive riot was not underHood, 

But earthen platters held their homely food. 

Who would not envy them that age of blifs. 

That fees with fhame the luxury of this ? 185 

Heav’n, unwearied then, did bleflings pour. 

And pitying Jove foretold each dang’rous hour; 
Mankind were then familiar with the god; 

He fnuff’d their incenfe with a gracious nod, 

And would have Hill been bounteous as of old, 190 
Had we not left him for that idol, Gold. 

His golden Hatues hence the god have driv’n, 

Por well he knows where our devotion’s giv’n; 

*Tis gold we worlhip, tho’ we pray to Heav’n. 

Woods of our own afforded tables then, 19 5 

Tho’ none can plcafc us now but from Japan. 

Invite my Lord to dine, and let him have 
The niccfl difh his appetite can crave, 

But let it on an oaken board be fet, 

His Lordfhip will grow Hck, and cannot eat : 400 

Something’s amifs, he knows not what to think ; 
Either your ven’fon’s rank or ointments (link. 

Order Home other table to be brought, 

Something at great expenfe in India bought. 
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Beneath whofe oib large yawning panthers lie, 20 S 
Carv’d on fich pedeftals of ivory, 

He finds no more of that ofTenfive fmell ; 

The meat recovers, and my Lord grows well. 

An iv’ry table is a certain whet ; 

You would not think how heartily he’ll eat, **• 210 
As if new vigour to his teeth were fent, 

By fympathy from thole o’ th’ elephant. 

But i'uch fine feeders are no guefts for me > 

Riot agrees not with frugality : 

Then that unfafhionable man am I ; ,»* 215 

With me they’d ftarye for want of ivory. 

For not one inch does my whole houfe afford. 

Not in my very tables or chefs-board ; 

Of bone v the handles of my knives are made. 

Yet no ill tafle from thence affe&s the blade, 220 
Or what I carve ; nor is there ever left 
Any unfav’ry haut-goftt from the haft. 

A hearty welcome to plain wholefome meat 
You’ll find, but ferv’d up in no formal date : 

No few’rs nor dext’rous carvers have 1 got, 225 
Such as by (kilful Trypherus are taught, 

In whofe fam’d fchools the various forms appear ; 

Of filhes, beads, and all the fowls o’ th’ air. 

And where, with blunted knives, his fcholars learn 
How to difTeft, and the nice joints difeern ; 130 

While all the neighb’rhood are with noife oppreft. 
From the harfh carving of his wooden feaft. 

Sij 
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On me attends a raw unlkilful lad, 

On fragments fed, in homely garments clad, 

At once my carver and my Ganymede; 2 35 
With diligence he’ll ferve us while we dine, 

And in plain beechen veflels 611 our wine. 
No;beactcous boys I keep, from Phrygia brought, 
No catamites, by fhameful panders taught; 

Only to me two home-bred youths belong, 24O 
UnlkillVl in any but their mother-tongue; 

Alike in feature both, and garb, appear, 

With honefl faces, tho’ with uncoil’d hair. 

This day thou (halt my rural pages fee, 

3 7 or I have dreft ’em both to wait on thee; 245 
Of country fwains they both were born, and one 
My ploughman’s is, t’other my fhepherd’s fon ; 

A cheerful Avcetnefs in his looks he has, 

And innocence unartful in his face, 

Tho’ fometimes fadnefs will o’ercaft the joy, 2JO 
And gentle fighs break from the tender boy: 

His abfencc from his mother oft’ he’ll mourn, 

And wiih his eyes look wilhes to return, 

Longing to fee his tender kids again. 

And feed his lambs upon the flow’ry plain : 255 

A model! blulh he wears, not form’d by art ; 

Free from deceit his face, and full as free his heart r 
Such looks; fuch balhfulnefs, might well adorn 
TJie checks of youths that are more nobly born ; 

But noblemen thofe humble graces fcorn. 260 
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This youth to-day (hall my fmall treat attend. 

And only he with wine (hall fcrve my friend. 

With wine from his own country brought, and 
made 

From the fame vines beneath whofe fruitful (hade 
He and his wanton kids have often play’d. 265 
But you, perhaps, expert a modifii feaft. 

With am’rous fongs and wanton dancer grac’d. 
Where fprightly females, to the middle bare. 

Trip lightly o’er the ground, and frilk in air, 

Whofe pliant limbs in various poftures move, 27O 
And twine and bound as in the rage of love : 

Such fights the languid nerves to artion Air, 

And jaded Luft fprings forward with this fpur: 
Virtue would Oirink to hear this lewdnefs told, 
Which hulbands now do with their wives behold, 

A needful help to make ’em both approve 276 
The dry embraces of long-wedded Love : 

In nuptial cinders this revives the fire. 

And turns their mutual loathing to defire ; 

But (he who by her fex’s charter mud 280 

Have double pleafure paid, feels double lu A ; 

Apace (he warms with an immoderate heat. 

Strongly her bofom heaves and pulfes beat ; 

With glowing cheeks and trembling lips (he lies, 
With arms expanded and with naked thighs, 285 
Sucking in paflion both at cars and eyes. 

S « •• 

uj 
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But this becomes not me nor my eftate; 

Thefe are the vicious follies of the great. 

Let him who does on iv’ry tables dine, 

Whofe marble floors with drunken fpawlings fhine, 
Let him lafcivious fongs and dances have, 291 
Which or to fee or hear the lewdctt Have, 

The vileft jkoftitute in all the flews* 

With.baJhful indignation would refufe. 

But fortune there extenuates the crime ; 295 

What’s vice in me is only mirth in him : 

The fruits which murder, cards, or dice, afford, 

A Veflal ravifh’d, or a matron whor’d, 

Are laudable diverfiorts in a lord. 

But my poor entertainment is defign’d 300 

T* afford you pleafufes of another kind : 

Yet with your tafte your hearing fhall be fed, 

And Homer’s facrcd lines and Virgil’s read, 

Either of whom does all mankind excel, 

Tho’ which exceeds the other none can tell. 305 
It matters not with what ill tone they’re fung; 

Verfe fo fublimely good no voice can wrong. 

Now then be all thy weighty cafes away, 

Thy jealoulies and fears, and while you may 
To peace and foft repofe give all the day. 310 
Fr6m thoughts of debt or any worldly ill 
. Be free; be all uncafy pafTions (till. 

Wifiat tho’ thy wife do with the morning light, 
(When thou in vain haft toil’d and dtudg’d all night) 
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Steal from thy bed and houfe, abroad to roam, 315 
And having quench’d her flame come breathlefs home. 
Fleck’d in her face, and with diforder’d hair, 

Her garments ruffled, and her bofont bare ; 

With ears ftiil tingling, and her eyes on fire. 

Half drown’d in fin, dill burning in defire, 320 
Whilft you are forc’d to wink, and feem content. 
Swelling with pafflon which you dare not vent ? 

Nay, if you would be free from night-alarms. 

You muft feem fond and doting on her charms, 

Take her (the laft of twenty) to your arms. 323 
Let this, and ev’ry other anxious thought, 

At th’ entrance of my threfhold be forgot ; 

All thy domeftic griefs at home be left, 

The wife’s adult’ry with the fervants’ theft, 
And(the moft racking thought which can intrude)330 
Forget falfe friends and their ingratitude. 

Let us our peaceful mirth at home begin, . : 
While Megalenfian fhows are in the Circus feen : 
There (to the bane of horfes) in high ftate 
The Praetor fits on a triumphal feat, 335 

Vainly with enfigns and with robes adorn’d, 

As if with conqueft from the wars return’d. 

This day all Rome, (if I may be allow’d, 

Without offence to fuch a num’rous crowd, 

To fay all Rome) will in the Circus fweat; 34® 
Echoes already do their fhouts repeat : 

Methinks l hear the cry — ** Away, away! 

** The green have won the honour of the day.” 




Digitized by Google 




313 



TRANSLATIONS. 



- Oh ! rtiould thefe fports be but one year forborne,!' 
Rome would in tears her lov’d diverfion mourn j 345 
For that would now a caufe of forrow yield, 

Great as the lofs of Cannz’s fatal field. 

Such (hows as thefe were not for us drfign’d, 

But vig’rous youth to a£tive fports inclin’d. 

On beds of rofes laid, let us repofe, 350 

While round our heads refreftring ointment flows; 
Our aged limbs wc’U balk in Phcebus’ rays, 

And live this day devoted to our eafe. 

Early to-day we’ll to, the bath repair. 

Nor need we now the common cenfure fear ; 355 

On feftivals it is allow’d no crime 
To bathe and eat before the ufual time ; 

But that continu’d would a loathing give. 

Nor could you thus a week together live. 

For frequent ufe would the delight exclude; 
Pleafure’s a toil when conftantly purfu’d. 3d I 
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PARAPHRASE 

UPON 

HORACE, LIB. I. ODEXIX. 

Mater fxva Cufidinum , &q. 

I. 

The tyrant Queen of foft defires. 

With the refifilefs aid of fprightly wine 
And wanton eafe, confpires v 
To make my heart its peace refign. 

And re-admit Love’s long rejected fires. 5 

For beauteous Glycera I burn, 

The flames fo long repelFdwith double force return: 
Matchlefs her face appears, and fhines more bright 
Than pelifh’d marble when reflecting light; 

Her very coynefs warms, IO 

And with a grateful fullennefs (he charms ; 

Each look darts forth a thoufand rays, 

Whofe luftre an unwary fight betrays ; 

My eyeballs fwirn, and I grow giddy while I gaze. 

II. 

She comes! fhe comes! fhe rufhes in my veins; 15 
At once all Venus enters, and at large fhe reigns; 
Cyprus no more with her abode is blcft ; 

1 am her palace, and her throne my breafh 
Of favage Scythian arms no more I write, 

Or Parthian archers, who in flying fight, 40 
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And make rofcgh war their fport; 

Such idle themes no more can move, 

Nor any thing but what’s of high import ; 

And what’s of high import but love? 

Vervain and gums, and the green turf, prepare; 
With wine of two years old your cups be fill’d: 
After our facrifice and prayer 
The goddefs may incline her heart to yield. 
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